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	1. Welcome to Flight Club

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**So I got this up quicker than expected. **

**Two things;**

**One: Yes, Sunset will get a boyfriend.**

**Two: I'm debating on whether or not Sunset should get her own dragon. So I want your opinions. Do you want Sunset to have her own dragon? If so, what kind? **

**Welcome to Flight Club**

Fishlegs Ingerman sat in a dark chamber, his arms bound to his side with pieces of rope. The husky boy whimpered in fright as the flames of the torches went out, his only remaining source of light now gone. His eyes darted back and forth and his breathing increased. Finally, he couldn't take the silence and eerie atmosphere any longer.

"_Okay!" _he shrieked. "I'll talk! I'll tell you everything you need to know! Hiccup and Sunset are the leaders of Berk's dragon academy! They ride a Night Fury called Toothless! Then there's Astrid, who can be mean but also really nice, who rides a Deadly Nadder! And then Snotlout rides a Monstrous Nightmare and the twins share a Hideous Zippleback!"

A soft hiss sounded in the darkness and the torches were lit once more. Toothless and Meatlug, his Gronkle, were on either side of him. His friends stood a few feet away, and were staring at him with expressions of exasperation and annoyance.

"I'm sorry!" Fishlegs winced, knowing he had failed the trial interrogation miserably. "But you know I don't do well in these kinds of situations!"

"We've noticed," drawled Tuffnut Thorston. "But seriously, man. You didn't even last five seconds."

"Alvin is going to do more than turn out the lights," warned Hiccup Haddock, the well-known and highly-admired chief dragon trainer of Berk. "He'll do whatever it takes to get you to talk."

"Such as being locked up in a cell with imminent execution and having your dragon in a full body bind," added Sunset Hockerson, Hiccup's best friend and equally esteemed dragon trainer. "Just try to stick with the two things we discussed-your name and where you live."

"And nothing else," said Hiccup firmly.

"Okay, okay," Fishlegs groaned. "I'll do my best and work on it."

"Am I mean?" Astrid Hofferson, second-in-command of the dragon academy and Hiccup's sort-of girlfriend, asked as they made their way out of the cave.

"You sure punch a lot," said Hiccup feelingly.

Astrid smirked. "Well, yeah, but those are punches of love." She then promptly swung her fist around in a full circle, catching Hiccup and Sunset both in the shoulder.

"Yeah, love you too," Sunset said, rubbing her now-bruised arm.

"Ditto," agreed Hiccup, and the blonde grinned.

Eventually they reached the village of Berk (including Fishlegs, who caught up after he managed to untie himself) and separated. Hiccup and Sunset wandered through the misty village with Toothless following behind. "I'm worried about Fishlegs."

The redhead glanced over at her friend. "Hey, it's going to be okay. He says he'll work on it and Fishlegs always gives things his all."

"I wish I had as much faith as you do," sighed Hiccup.

"_Hiccup! Sunset!"_

The two teens whirled around to see Stoick the Vast, Hiccup's father and the chief of Berk, waving them down from the docks.

"That doesn't sound like his happy voice," muttered Sunset as she and Hiccup made their way down the grassy slope.

"I don't think he _has _a happy voice," replied Hiccup. They went across the wooden docks and found Stoick overseeing the docking of the fishing boats. "What's up?"

"You're going to ground the dragons," said Stoick simply before striding off to check on the next boat.

Hiccup and Sunset blinked after him in disbelief for a moment before hurrying after him. "Um, did you say you want us to ground the dragons, sir?" Sunset asked nervously.

"Ah, so you heard me. Then there's no excuse if you disobey."

Sunset flushed and turned to Hiccup, who was flapping his arms up and down wildly. "But we can't!" he protested. "We have to patrol, we have to train-"

"To ground a dragon means not to fly them," Stoick stressed, sending his son a stern glare. "That also means the activities involving a flying dragon are also banned."

"But that's stupid!"

Stoick crossed his arms. "Are you calling your father stupid?" he asked, a note of warning in his voice.

Hiccup pursed his lips. "I doubt you want me to answer that."

He promptly got a sharp rap on the head for his insolence. "Watch yourself," ordered Stoick. "You-" He pointed at the redhead, "-keep him in line. You're the only one he listens to around here. Don't let him corrupt you."

Sunset gulped and nodded. "I'll do my best."

"I don't corrupt her," muttered Hiccup, gingerly rubbing the back of his head. "She's just as disobedient and stubborn as I am."

"And that's why I have so many grey hairs," Stoick returned, turning on his heel and striding away. The two teens hastily followed after him.

"Dad, Alvin has Scauldrons, Whispering Deaths and Changewings. I've seen them!"

"I know you have. When you three were kidnapped and caged on Outcast Island," Stoick said stiffly, his gaze hardening. It was not a memory he enjoyed recounting.

"He's watched Astrid train a Monstrous Nightmare, he's no doubt read the Book of Dragons when he got his hands on it, and he still has Mildew."

"Who probably doesn't do so well in questioning," added Sunset.

"If Alvin manages to train his dragons, then he's going to come to Berk, looking for a fight. The only way we can stop him is with _our _dragons."

Stoick placed his hands on Hiccup's shoulders and looked him in the eye. "I know," he said, his voice soft. "But I am not going to let you, Sunset or the others risk your lives. It's my final word, Hiccup."

Hiccup deflated, knowing that this was one of the many times in his life where his father wouldn't budge. "Yes, sir," he muttered in defeat.

Stoick flicked his gaze to Sunset, who quickly repeated her friend's words. Satisfied, he nodded at the two teens and went back to work.

"This isn't ideal," Sunset said, idly scratching Toothless' muzzle.

"You're telling me." Hiccup rubbed his forehead in frustration. "Alright, gather the others. We've got to tell them the news."

The two split up in search of their friends. In about ten minutes they had gathered the rest of the teens into the arena, which served as their dragon academy.

"What happened?" Astrid demanded, crossing her arms.

"How come you automatically assume something's happened?" Hiccup protested.

"You hardly ever gather us here for _good _news."

"She's got a point," whispered Sunset.

"Okay, yeah, so it's bad news," confirmed Hiccup. "So...my father has placed a ban on flying."

A stunned silence ensued for a moment, broken by Astrid's startled, _"What?"_

Hiccup shrugged helplessly. "It sucks, I know. But what can I do? He's the chief…and my father."

"That's never stopped you before," snapped Astrid.

"I think I've crossed the line enough times in my life," said Hiccup dryly.

"You have to make him change his mind!"

"We're talking about Stoick the Vast," reminded Fishlegs. "He's stubborn enough, but when it concerns Hiccup's well-being, he's not going to budge."

"Hookfang gets really testy if he doesn't get his exercise," Snotlout informed. "And _you're _not the one who lives with a dragon who can light himself on fire."

"I'll keep working on it," promised Hiccup. "Sunset and I are pretty experienced at being argumentative. He'll give up eventually."

"And if he doesn't?" Astrid prompted.

"We're probably going to resort to sneaky measures," admitted Sunset.

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "And Dad thinks _I_ corrupt_ you_."

…

Night fell quickly, and Hiccup felt no inclination to go home. Toothless wasn't entirely happy with his kids, as they weren't taking him for a lap around the island at dusk like they normally did. So the trio were at Gobber's forge, with Hiccup tinkering with his latest project-a multi-purpose shield.

"So what exactly are you going to tell your father?" Sunset asked. She was sitting on the edge of the wooden workbench, watching her friend work.

"I thought I'd just repeat everything I told him earlier and keep doing it until he either banishes me or gives in."

"Hmmm. That's a risky move-_ouch!_"

Yelps of pain erupted from the two teens as Toothless sauntered by, whacking his tail across their heads as he passed. "Toothless!" Hiccup scolded. "That was uncalled for."

Toothless only gave a snort and curled up in the grass. Sunset sighed. "We're sorry, bud. But there's not much we can do right now."

The Night Fury gave a grumble and looked wistfully at the full silver moon.

"Well, well. Never thought I'd see you two in my shop at night."

"Hey, Gobber," greeted Hiccup as the bulky man entered the forge.

"Hey," parroted Sunset, and she got a fond, light rap on the helmet in reply.

"No evening flight?" Gobber asked, glancing at the sky. "It's the perfect night for it, and the moon is full-" He paused when his charge and apprentice shot him annoyed looks. "Ah. Right. So, what are you working on?"

Hiccup brightened and lifted his shield up. Gobber studied the Night Fury painted on the wooden front and eyed the metal lining the sides. There was a large metal sphere in the middle of the shield. "It's great, but why have you been working this long on a shield?"

"It's more than a shield," Hiccup said proudly. "It's also-"

But before he could finish, the metal sphere snapped open, and the grappling hook that was housed inside shot out and wrapped around Gobber three times before pulling Hiccup roughly into the man. Sunset burst into laughter. "Nice one."

"Shut up," muttered Hiccup. He gave the shield a yank and the rope went back into its place. "It still needs a few adjustments. With Alvin coming, we're going to need some way to defend ourselves."

"So…an island full of seasoned Vikings isn't going to do it?" Gobber drawled.

Hiccup flushed. "No! I mean, that's not what I meant. I know you've fought dragons and other armies single-handily, and I'm probably worrying more than I should. But we-" Here he gestured between himself and Sunset, "-aren't going to be of any use."

"Yeah. I'd like to see me going up against Alvin without Toothless," snorted Sunset, resting her chin in her hands.

"Stop that," chided Gobber. "You've done plenty without Toothless, and you're not useless. You do remember who brought about peace between dragons and Berkians, right?"

"So we got one thing right," Hiccup deadpanned. "But if we managed to bring peace between the Berkians and the Outcasts, I'll call _that _an accomplishment."

"You know your father is just trying to protect you, right?" Gobber asked.

Hiccup's features softened. "Yeah. I know. But he needs to realize that the safest I'll ever be is on Toothless."

"I'm sure he'll get it-one day." Gobber paused. "A day far from now."

"Thank you." Sunset rolled her eyes. "Don't you have a sheep to feed?"

"Ah, yes. It's Phil's feeding time. See you later. And you," he pointed sternly at his redheaded charge, "you are to be home two hours from now."

"Got it."

Gobber headed off, and the second he was gone Toothless popped in front of them, roaring demandingly. Hiccup groaned and placed his shield on the bench. "Toothless, I _know_. But not tonight, okay?"

Toothless remained firm. Hiccup sighed in exasperation and looked at his best friend for help.

Sunset bit her lip and eyed the moon. "It _is _really nice out-"

"You've convinced me. Let's go."

Toothless gave a happy purr and waddled out of the forge. Hiccup climbed into the saddle with Sunset behind him, and soon they were soaring through the inky night. "If my dad catches us, we are so dead," Hiccup called over his shoulder.

"Maybe not dead," corrected Sunset. "Probably grounded for life. I mean, we've done worse. Like the time-" She suddenly stiffened and peered over her shoulder. She could distinctly hear the sound of another dragon's wings flapping. Her emerald eyes grew wide upon spotting a familiar figure in pursuit. "Hiccup! Astrid and Stormfly are coming in hot!"

"Oh, she cannot catch us!" Hiccup said in panic. "She's gonna kill us for not bringing her along."

So they swerved amongst the sea stacks around the island, trying to outrun the Deadly Nadder. When they thought they'd lost her, they circled around and landed on the edge of a cliff. "I think that did it," said Hiccup, satisfied.

"I don't think so."

The teens jumped as Stormfly landed beside them with a frowning Astrid. "Let me guess. Sneaky measures?"

Sunset shrugged sheepishly. "It's a…temporary solution."

"Did you even try talking to your father?" Astrid demanded.

"We don't exactly have the whole 'talking things out' part of our relationship down yet," admitted Hiccup. "So…yeah. Temporary solution."

"So you were going to fly around all night, every night, without us?"

"It was a spur of the moment thing!" Sunset said quickly, feeling bad. "We were going to let you know. But there's going to be quite the consequence when we get caught."

"When?" Hiccup echoed, glancing over his shoulder at his friend. "Don't you mean if?"

"Please. We're getting caught. Let's not be in denial."

Astrid rolled her eyes. "After all we've been through, you think we care about getting in trouble? We're in this together, remember?"

"Right." Hiccup smiled. "We'll spread the word tomorrow. Berk's Dragon Flight Club is now go!"

Sunset was impressed. "For pulling a name out from the top of your head, that's pretty good."

"Better than Dragon United Monitoring Brigade, also known as D.U.M.B," teased Astrid.

Hiccup flushed. "Okay, for the last time, the full name sounds good, especially considering that it came from Snotlout. Let it go already."

…

Dawn found Astrid, Sunset and Hiccup going to Fishlegs', Snotlout's and the twins' houses respectively to tell them about the new club. Sunset went over to the Jorgenson household, where Snotlout was already up and tending to Hookfang.

"Hey, Snotlout," she greeted cheerfully.

"Hey, Sun!" Snotlout hastily placed the barrel of fish in front of his dragon and shot the girl a smile. "What's up?"

Sunset quickly checked to make sure that Spitelout wasn't around. The last thing she needed was for the general of Berk's army to overhear what she had to say. It would no doubt make it back to Stoick, as the two were brothers and all. "Well, you know the ban on flying and how Stoick said he wouldn't change his mind?"

"Yeah. The big guy hasn't been too happy about it," Snotlout said, casting a glance at his Monstrous Nightmare. "He nearly torched the living room from restlessness."

"I think we might have the solution. Dragon Flight Club."

"Sounds awesome!" Snotlout said eagerly. "What is it?"

"An underground society. We train at night, where we're covered by the dark. Hiccup wants us to sharpen our skills so that we can fend off an attack from Alvin. But it's a secret, so you can't tell anybody. As far as we're concerned, Dragon Flight Club might as well not exist."

"Got it." Snotlout nodded rapidly. "These lips are sealed."

"Perfect!" Sunset smiled brightly. "See you later, then!"

Snotlout waved after her. "Dragon Flight Club, huh? Sounds decent, right Hookfang?"

Hookfang's response was a fire blast that sent Snotlout flying into a wooden wagon. The boy dragged himself out and shot a glare at his smug dragon. "I hope Sunset didn't see that," he muttered.

…

At dusk, the dragon riders gathered at the academy. Hiccup and Sunset stood in front of their friends, who were lined in front of them. "Welcome to Dragon Flight Club!" Hiccup said dramatically.

"Which may or may not exist," added Tuffnut.

"Don't start!" Hiccup said warningly.

"We need to be ready to face, and perhaps even ride, any type of dragon," continued Sunset. "From Typhoomerangs to Changewings. We've got some exercises planned and our first stop is Changewing Island!"

"Let's mount up," ordered Hiccup.

Soon they were flying through the night sky, sailing over the dark water and towards Changewing Island. "Quick note," Sunset called from her place at the front of Toothless' saddle. "The glowing things are _not _Stones of Good Fortune. They're Changewing eggs."

Snotlout flushed and Sunset winked playfully at him.

They landed in the thin, barren trees that populated the island. They didn't have to wait long, as soon a group of boars wandered into the middle of a Changewing ambush.

"I can't look," Sunset whimpered, pulling her helmet over her eyes.

"They hunt in packs," whispered Hiccup, watching the scene intently. "One dragon will lure a boar away from the herd and the others will surround it."

Sure enough, one boar was led astray and quickly surrounded. "Hey," Tuffnut said suddenly. "I know that boar!"

"It's Bjorn!" Ruffnut confirmed.

"They can't be serious," Astrid said in disbelief.

"Get away, Bjorn!" Tuffnut called. "Flee!"

The Changewings immediately looked towards them and Ruffnut hollered, _"Scatter!"_

The dragons took to the sky, barely avoiding the shots of acid. They weaved through the trees and Sunset glanced over her shoulder. "Keep moving, people! The acid won't work if we keep our distance."

"Not exactly ideal when you're on the slowest dragon," Fishlegs pointed out. He gave Meatlug a loving pat in apology. "Sorry, but it's true."

Snotlout ducked to avoid getting his head melted off by a spray of acid. "A plan would be nice right about now!"

Sunset thought frantically. "If they have nothing to camouflage against, we'll be in the clear!"

"Then up we go!" Astrid ordered, and they all soared higher into the sky. The Changewings pursued them, and soon they were exposed. Stormfly shot spikes from her tail and Toothless fired a plasma blast, scaring the Changewings off.

"Well," voiced Sunset as they flew rapidly to Berk, trying to beat the rising sun. "That went well."

…

The next night, Fishlegs brought them to a Typhoomerang burn mark, which was in the middle of the forest. "You can tell the age and size of the Typhoomerang by the burns it leaves," he explained. "It also tells what the direction the dragon came from and where it is headed."

"It's still warm," observed Hiccup.

"So…it may or may not be close," added Sunset.

Snotlout glanced up and paled. "It's close alright. In fact, it's coming right at us!"

The rest of the teens snapped their heads around. A large figure was flying towards them, a shadow in the night.

"Scatter!" Ruffnut howled and, as they had the night before, the others complied.

"That's two for two," pointed out Sunset as they flew through the sky. She tightened her grip around Hiccup's waist and peered over her shoulder to ensure that they were safe. "I hate to see what's going to happen when we study up on Scauldrons."

Tuffnut squinted below, noticing a familiar figure riding an equally familiar dragon. "Hiccup?"

"Yeah?"

"Can your dad still fly even if he's not in Flight Club?"

Startled, Hiccup followed his pointing finger and spotted his father, a few yards below them on Thornado. "Oh, Odin."

"Evasive cloud maneuver, people!" Sunset ordered.

They quickly flew upwards and into the cloud cover. "We're going to have to stay up here until we're over town," informed Hiccup.

Astrid caught sight of the twins, who were flying Barf and Belch upside down. Their heads were sticking out of the clouds, in clear sight for all to see. "What are you doing?" she snapped.

"What? We can't see anything!" Tuffnut protested.

"Yeah, but my dad can now see you," returned Hiccup.

Ruffnut quickly glanced down, and it was to see Thornado flying up towards them. "Busted."

"Ugh," groaned Hiccup. "Okay! In Ruffnut's terms, scatter! Head home, try not to get caught, and if you do, don't say anything!"

In unison, the teens shot off in different directions. Stoick darted his gaze between the five fleeing dragons. He knew very well that his son and his friends had disobeyed his orders, but he also knew he couldn't do much without actually physically catching them. Right now, all he had were shadowy figures to go by.

"Not all of you can get away!" he roared and went off in pursuit.

"He sounds mad!" Sunset said anxiously, heart pounding as Hiccup guided Toothless towards Berk.

"Get ready to jump!" Hiccup said.

Sunset quickly stood up in the saddle, clinging to her friend's shoulders for balance. The second Toothless was over Gobber's house she jumped, landing clumsily on the rooftop. "Good luck," she whispered at their retreating figures.

She cautiously climbed down to her bedroom window. Feet balanced on the sill, she lowered herself down so that she could climb inside.

Instead of being welcomed by an empty room, she was welcomed by the irritated and exasperated expression of her caretaker.

"Do you listen to _anything _that you are told?" he demanded, lugging the girl into the room.

"How'd you know I was gone?" she cried.

"When you landed on my roof," said Gobber flatly. "You're not exactly stealthy."

"If you love me, you'll pretend you didn't see anything," begged Sunset. "Stoick is going to kill me. I was supposed to be the good influence."

"You did such a good job," drawled Gobber sarcastically. "And it's because I love you that I'm bringing you to Stoick."

"You have a funny way of showing it," Sunset said miserably. She followed Gobber out of the house and across the dark village. Halfway through the plaza, they met up with Stoick, who had a grip on the terrified Fishlegs. The husky boy looked relieved to see her, and she gave him an encouraging smile.

They would get through this without revealing Flight Club.

"I figured as much," Stoick said dryly, giving the redhead a disappointed frown. Sunset winced and stared at the ground. "Let's go, then."

The two teens were led to the Great Hall. Fishlegs and Sunset stood side-by-side by the large stone table, the fire roaring behind them. Stoick crossed his arms and glared at them. "Why were you flying and who were you with?"

The teens stayed silent.

"_You will answer me!"_

His yell echoed in the empty hall, causing the two to jump in fright. Sunset cast a quick glance to see how her friend was holding up. Fishlegs was trembling and pale, but he seemed to be okay.

"You know perfectly well that I've put a ban on flying," snapped Stoick. "Now, I'm going to ask again. Why were you flying, and who were you with?"

"My name is Fishlegs Ingerman! I live on the island of Berk! I will tell you nothing else!"

Startled, Stoick and Gobber stared at Fishlegs, who was staring firmly at the ground. It took everything Sunset had to keep from laughing. _Go Fishlegs!_

"What?" Stoick asked in bafflement.

"My name is Fishlegs Ingerman! I live on the island of Berk! I will tell you nothing else!" the boy repeated.

Gobber turned to his charge. "I don't suppose you have any _useful _information to give us?" he said expectantly.

With a straight face, she answered, "My name is Sunset Hockerson! I live on the island of Berk! I will tell you nothing else!"

Gobber gave her an unimpressed look. "Very funny."

"This isn't an interrogation," Stoick said in exasperation.

Gobber glanced around the dimly lit room. "Feels like an interrogation, though."

Stoick rolled his eyes. "Thank you, for helping."

"My name is Fishlegs Ingerman! I live on the island of Berk! I will tell you nothing else!" Fishlegs said again, now more confident and determined.

Barely able to hide her grin, Sunset declared once more, "My name is Sunset Hockerson! I live on the island of Berk! I will tell you nothing else!"

"_Out!" _Stoick bellowed, fed up with their antics and knowing that he would get nothing from them.

Sunset and Fishlegs hightailed it from the Great Hall, and it was only when they reached the end of the stone steps did the girl dissolve into giggles. "Their faces! You were awesome, Fishlegs!"

Fishlegs flushed with pride. "Thanks!"

"Psst!"

The two teens looked towards the source of the sharp hiss. Astrid was peering at them from around the hut across from them. "Hiccup wants us to meet at the academy two hours from now," she whispered.

"Got it." Sunset nodded.

"Astrid! I didn't cave!" Fishlegs said eagerly.

The blonde smiled. "I knew you could do it. You can tell me and the others about it later. We better split before Chief catches us having a pow-wow."

So they hurried home for a bit of rest, and two hours later regrouped at the academy, where Fishlegs eagerly retold the story of his capture.

"I'm proud of you, Fishlegs," praised Hiccup. "I know my dad isn't exactly a guy you want to irritate, but you did really well."

"Yeah, but he's going to be suspicious now," Sunset pointed out. "I mean, we're kind of the only steady dragon riders on Berk as of now."

"We'll just have to wait until everything calms-wait." Hiccup frowned and quickly scanned his friends. "Has anyone seen Snotlout?"

As if on cue, the boy came flying in with Hookfang all ablaze. Sunset winced. "That's not exactly subtle."

Hiccup groaned. "I told you to be careful! What are doing, anyway? We nearly got busted a few hours ago!"

Snotlout rolled his eyes impatiently. "Well, I wouldn't have gotten here fast enough if I had to _walk_. I just saw Alvin and his army. I'm pretty sure they're about to attack."

"I doubt they're here for a friendly visit," muttered Sunset.

"Figured he'd show up sooner rather than later," Hiccup said grimly.

"So, the game plan is…?" Astrid prodded.

"Okay, you guys stay here and ready the dragons," ordered Hiccup. "Sun and I will go warn my father."

The two teens hopped on Toothless and Sunset flew the Night Fury to the Haddock household. They hurried inside to find Stoick asleep in a chair in front of the fire. Wasting no time, Hiccup grabbed his father's shoulders and shook him madly. "Wake up! This is an emergency!"

Stoick's eyes snapped open and on instinct, he lifted his son up with a roar and grabbed his axe. "It's just me!" Hiccup yelped. "Your only son whom you love very much!"

"What are you doing?" Stoick snapped, heart pounding madly. He dropped his boy and Hiccup smoothed out his tunic. "You know you're not supposed to sneak up on me, especially when I'm sleeping!"

"We're kind of in a hurry. Alvin and the Outcasts are here," informed Sunset.

"And just _how _would you know that?" Stoick asked, half sarcastic and half serious.

"Yeah, well, you weren't exactly following the rules yourself," Hiccup said flatly.

Stoick huffed in annoyance. "We'll discuss it later. Right now, you need to gather the others."

He slapped on his helmet and stormed over to the door. He threw it open, and was greeted by four dragons and their riders.

"Hey, Chief," greeted Fishlegs.

Stoick blinked at them for a moment before turning to stare at his son. Hiccup gave a shrug and a slight smile. "Yes, we will definitely be talking later," Stoick grumbled before heading outside.

He saddled up on Thornado and Sunset mounted Toothless, with Hiccup behind her. They took to the sky and flew for the Outcast fleet of ships. "I'm going to force them to shoot their first round!" Stoick said. "When they're reloading, you attack. Got it?"

"Got it!" the teens hollered.

Thornado swooped down and went straight for the Outcast ships. Immediately, bolas and arrows soared into the air, but Thornado dodged every one. _"Now!" _Stoick shouted as the Outcasts began to reload.

The teens obeyed and swarmed for the ships, flames and plasma blasts raining down. Alvin grinned triumphantly-he had expected this. "Let them loose!" he roared.

His men opened the hatch and Changewings shot out, flying straight for Berk. Sunset's eyes grew wide. "Not cool!"

"We can't let them get to the village!" Astrid cried. "They'll tear the place apart!"

"We need to head them off before they get there. If we don't, they'll be able to camouflage with everything and then we'll be sunk," warned Fishlegs.

Snotlout flew Hookfang in front of the Changewings, and startled them backwards with a flame blast. Stormfly and Toothless assisted by firing spine shots and plasma blasts, respectively.

"Astrid, you and the others bring them back to Changewing Island!" Hiccup ordered. "Sun and I will help my father deal with the Outcasts."

Astrid nodded and she took off with the other riders, herding the Changewings away from Berk. Sunset flew Toothless low to the water and they shot past the Outcast ships. The speed of which they were travelling sent a gush of wind up, rocking the boats fiercely.

Thornado sent out a sonic blast the same time Toothless shot out a plasma blast. They collided in the air and created a large explosion of plasma and sound. "Alright!" Hiccup cheered.

"Hit them again, Sunset!" Stoick ordered.

"You got it!" Sunset gave Toothless a nudge and the dragon obeyed, firing another plasma blast. It once again collided with Thornado's sonic blast, creating an effective attack.

The ships suddenly turned around, and Sunset stared in bafflement. "They're retreating."

"Good work, kids!" Stoick boomed proudly as they swung around and headed for Berk. When he received no response, he glanced over and saw them in deep thought. "What's wrong?"

"That was a bit too easy," admitted Sunset.

"Alvin's not exactly one to burst in without a plan," added Hiccup. "He normally puts a lot more thought into it."

"Don't worry about it," advised Stoick. "We've won!"

_For now, _Hiccup thought wearily.

Alvin was also not one to give up so easily. He'd be back-and this time, defeating him wouldn't be as simple.

They made it back to the Haddock household. Toothless went over to join Thornado in his little home at the side of the house and the teens followed Stoick inside. Hiccup and Sunset dropped down at the table, knowing the conversation that was about to ensue, and Stoick sat across from them.

"I'm still not entirely happy that you disobeyed my orders," he began. "But I understand that I was wrong. Grounding the dragons was not the best idea. But I want you to know that I did it because I was worried. I've lost much in my life, but I'll not let you two be added to those losses."

"We understand, Dad," Hiccup said softly, a small smile on his face.

"We'll try to listen," added Sunset.

Stoick gave a soft snort of disbelief. "We'll see how that goes. So, tell me about this Dragon Flight Club. What is it and how do I get in?"

Sunset giggled and Hiccup grinned.

"Well, Dad, there's one important thing you need to know about Flight Club. The first rule is that there _is_ no Dragon Flight Club."


	2. When Metal Attracts

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**So, if I'm right, today should be TGirl15's birthday, as they said it would this coming Monday. Well, it's Monday. I worked triple-time so I could have this up by today. Happy birthday! Hope you enjoy!**

**When Metal Attracts**

Patrols-they normally occurred early in the morning or late at night. They only happened in the afternoon if something suspicious was brought to one of the dragon riders' attention. And a lone Outcast ship lingering in Berk waters definitely counted as suspicious.

So there they were, on a decent afternoon, flying rapidly over the waters in an attempt to catch the ship they had just spotted. It was a dot in the distance, but the dragons the teens rode were pretty speedy.

Well…almost all of them.

Astrid checked over her shoulder to see how Fishlegs was holding up, only to see him getting further and further away. She shook her head in exasperation and picked up her own speed to catch up to Hiccup and Sunset, who were at the front of the group.

They rounded a cliff, but there was nothing below. In fact, the ship was nowhere at all. "Aw, we lost them!" Snotlout groaned.

Heaving sighs of defeat, the teens landed on a wide, flat surface of a nearby sea stack. "Somebody please tell me how one Outcast ship can outrun five dragons," Hiccup said, a soft scowl on his face.

It was then Fishlegs arrived, Meatlug puttering lazily along. She landed between Hookfang and Barf and Belch, panting happily. "Does that answer your question?" Snotlout asked his cousin flatly.

"We were going pretty fast that time," Fishlegs said proudly, patting Meatlug's side.

"Yeah, you almost hit the speed of a slug."

"Settle," Hiccup told him warningly.

Snotlout threw his arms in the air. "What? It's true! If these two actually picked up the pace for once, we might be able to do what we need to do and not have to worry about losing them!"

"Settle," repeated Sunset, a bit more firmly. Snotlout pursed his lips and glared at Fishlegs, but he did not say anything further.

"No, he's got a point," Fishlegs consented, trying to not to seem too upset. "We aren't exactly great in the speed department. You guys go on ahead. Meatlug and I will stick around and keep an eye out."

"Are you sure?" Hiccup asked carefully.

"Yeah, totally. I'll use my dragon call if we see anything."

"I can come with you, if you want," volunteered Sunset. "To keep you company. And I think my Night Fury call is way better than yours."

A grateful smile curled across Fishlegs' lips. "Sure, but only if you want to get schooled."

Sunset slid off the saddle, allowing Hiccup to take the reins. The boy shot her a smile and she winked at him before joining Fishlegs on Meatlug. It was a tight fit, but it wasn't uncomfortable. "See you guys later," she said cheerfully.

The others bid goodbye and took to the skies. "How about we land on that cliff edge?" Sunset suggested, pointing off in the distance. "That way we can see most of the sea, and get to relax a bit."

"Yeah, okay," agreed Fishlegs. He had pushed Meatlug a bit hard, and she deserved a rest. As they flew for the seaside cliffs, they completely missed the Outcast ship creeping out from behind the sea stack they previously occupied.

They settled on the lip of the cliff, and once they dismounted Meatlug wandered off to sample the surrounding rocks. Fishlegs and Sunset sat on the flat stone, and the husky boy looked sadly out at the sea. "We're pretty useless, aren't we?"

"Of course not!" Sunset responded passionately. "So what if Meatlug isn't a fast dragon? She can do plenty of things the others can't do."

"Like hovering?" Fishlegs offered, as it was the only thing that came to mind.

Sunset grinned. "Meatlug is great at hovering, sure. She's also great at navigating through strong winds, since her wings have a smaller wing-span. She's also strong and has a club for a tail. That's pretty cool."

"It may be cool, but with what we do, speed is of the essence." Fishlegs rested his chin in the palm of his hand. "We do patrols, we chase enemies down, we engage in head-to-head combat. If we slow you guys down, it could end in disastrous results."

Sunset couldn't really argue with him there. "Maybe so. But you guys have always managed well in battle. A good strategy and knowing the limits of your dragon is just as important."

Fishlegs didn't say anything. He continued to stare miserably at the ground. Sunset gave a worried frown and patted his shoulder. If he was in the mindset that he was useless, then it would be up to him to get himself out of it.

She knew all too well what self-misery felt like. So she would offer all the encouragement and companionship she could in order to make her friend feel better.

Sensing her rider's mood, Meatlug waddled over and gave him a loving lick. Sunset giggled. "Meatlug isn't bothered."

Fishlegs smiled and patted his dragon on the head. "Thanks, Meatlug."

Meatlug purred softly and went back to her rocks. Sunset watched in awe as the Gronkle rapidly started devouring them, each rock swallowed in one bite. "Wow. Isn't that going to make her sick?"

"Nah. We have eating contests all the time. Watch!"

He grabbed a bushel of berries from the grassy side of the cliff and started eating them at an even more frantic pace. Sunset watched their contest in fascination.

"And you say that you aren't speedy."

…

An hour later, Sunset had to fly a woozy Meatlug home, as Fishlegs wasn't quite the perfect picture of health himself. She landed the dragon in the plaza, and helped Fishlegs climb off. He held his stomach and groaned. "I don't feel so good."

"Well, you did eat a heck of a ton of berries." Sunset bent down and inspected Meatlug, who was growling in discomfort. She seemed as if she were trying to hack out some lava (or other stomach contents) but wasn't being successful.

"Is she okay?" Fishlegs asked worriedly.

"I think she's sick from all those rocks. Meatlug, lava blast."

The dragon attempted to obey, but all that came out was a gasp of air. Meatlug looked forlornly at the two teens and Sunset patted her head. "Don't worry. I'm sure Gobber can help. He is the resident dragon doctor."

The two teens headed for Gobber's forge. "Gobber!" Sunset called. "We need your assistance!"

"What kind?" Gobber answered promptly. He glanced over his shoulder and arched an eyebrow. "What happened to those two?"

"Eating contest," Sunset informed. "They're not feeling so well."

"Meatlug's not spitting out any lava," informed Fishlegs. "Can you help her?"

Gobber studied the dragon, who was now splayed on the ground. "I can certainly take a look." He gave Meatlug's stomach an experimental pat before heading over to his box of tools. After rummaging through an assortment of weapons, he came across a small feather. "Here we are!"

Sunset and Fishlegs exchanged dubious glances. "I don't think a feather is going to help her," Fishlegs said carefully, not wanting to make the man upset.

Gobber didn't respond. He simple bent down and tickled Meatlug's stomach with the feather. She sprang up instantly, globs of lava spewing from her mouth and flooding across the forge. "Whoa!" Fishlegs yelped as the lava came too close for comfort. He raced over to Gobber's workbench and climbed on top. Gobber joined him, hauling Sunset beside him.

"Gee," Sunset marvelled. "That _did _work."

"I know what I'm doing," said Gobber proudly.

"Sorry about your forge," Fishlegs apologized sheepishly. "I'll clean it up."

"Don't worry about it," dismissed Gobber. "I'll get Sunset to clean it up later."

Sunset rolled her eyes, but did not object. "Yeah, I'll take care of it."

"I've never seen her spit up so much lava before," Fishlegs mused, eyeing the molten substance that covered the floor. "It's also a different colour."

"Maybe she ate a funny rock," suggested Sunset.

"Could be." Fishlegs nodded. "Hey, I wonder if that feather will work on me."

"Let's not find out," said Sunset pointedly. She already had one mess to clean up, and really didn't want another, more disgusting one.

Carefully, they jumped from the workbench and landed safely on a patch of grass outside of the forge. Meatlug lumbered over to them and Fishlegs rubbed her muzzle tenderly. "Thanks, Gobber."

"Anytime," Gobber said, brushing his hands on his blacksmith apron. "Try not to have any more eating contests for the time being."

"You got it. Sun, you want to help me clean up Meatlug?"

"Sure." Sunset glanced at her caretaker. "Can I take care of the mess tonight?"

Gobber studied the lava intently, a thoughtful expression on his face. "I'll handle it."

Although she was surprised by the abrupt change of her caretaker's mind, she did not argue. "Okay. See you later, then."

The two teens set off down the village and quickly reached Fishlegs' home. The boy retrieved two brushes. Together they scrubbed the Gronkle's hard dragon skin, and she purred in contentment. Just as they were finishing up, the other riders returned, landing just behind the hut.

Fishlegs and Sunset hurried over to their friends. "Did you find it?" the boy asked hopefully.

Snotlout scowled. "Do you see any Outcasts here?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "We wouldn't _bring _them here to begin with. We'd startle them off."

"Hey, Fishlegs!"

The teens looked over their shoulders to see Gobber approaching them with a shiny sword in hand. "Take a guess at what this was made of."

Tuffnut blinked. "Is this a trick question?"

Gobber rolled his eyes and handed the sword to Astrid. "Give it a try."

The blonde complied, giving a few experimental lunges and swipes. It was light and it moved through the air beautifully. "What's this made of?" she asked incredulously, admiring the weapon.

Gobber beamed. "From the weird lava Meatlug left in my shop. I decided to put it to use."

Considering that Meatlug had upchucked the lava only ten minutes ago, Sunset was impressed. Gobber was definitely a skilled blacksmith-no one could deny that.

"That's made from Gronkle lava?" Hiccup asked in awe, his mind already working out the possibilities of what he could create.

"I like to call it Gronkle iron," corrected Gobber, a pleased smile on his face. "I thought I'd be able to put it to good use."

"It is great," admitted Astrid. "But it's a bit too light." She tossed the sword back to its creator. "It wouldn't do much good in battle."

A mischievous twinkle shone in Gobber's eye. "I thought so too. Then I tried something."

He grabbed Snotlout by the collar of his tunic and pulled him from the group. He swung his sword up and Snotlout, whose warrior instincts kicked in, hastily brought up his own sword to block the blow. But it didn't do much good-Gobber's sword swiped his clean in half.

Astrid's eyes gleamed with glee. "Any chance you have enough to make me a new dagger?"

"Maybe." Gobber grinned. "And I might have enough for that new shield of yours, Hiccup."

"Really?" Hiccup asked hopefully.

"Of course. But I'll need some more Gronkle iron soon. I may have spread the word, and now the whole village wants some!"

The teens gathered on the edge of the slope. A line of Vikings a mile long stretched out and winded through the village. Fishlegs stared in wonderment. All of these people wanted iron from _his _dragon!

Maybe they weren't so useless after all.

…

Gobber set Fishlegs up in a corner of his forge. Every so often, the husky boy would tickle Meatlug's belly with a feather and she would cough out some of the precious lava that made Gronkle iron. Gobber would collect it and get to work, attending the needs of his customers.

Sunset sat beside Fishlegs and watched her caretaker work. She was curious about this Gronkle iron and what it could do. She also figured Hiccup would talk non-stop about it, so it was best to know what he would no doubt soon be obsessing over.

Swords, daggers, maces and shields were churned out at a rapid pace. Vikings applauded every time Meatlug shot out more lava. "These people really love Meatlug's new lava."

"I know!" Fishlegs beamed. "Isn't it great? We're actually useful for once."

"You've always been useful," countered Sunset, but her words fell on deaf ears as Fishlegs reveled in his newfound glory. She shook her head but didn't say anything further. Fishlegs was genuinely happy, and she wouldn't ruin it for him.

Hiccup showed up an hour later, having finished figuring out the tune-ups for his shield. While Gobber attended to the Vikings, he helped himself to some lava and worked on his shield. When it was all finished, the iron gleamed and the Night Fury symbol stood out proudly.

"Nice work," complimented Sunset.

"This Gronkle iron definitely did wonders." Hiccup smiled brightly, happy with how his multi-purpose shield turned out. "What kind of rocks did you feed her, Legs?"

Fishlegs faltered for a moment. "Well…um, I can't tell you."

"Why not?" Hiccup asked, puzzled.

"It's a trade secret, duh," voiced Sunset. She leaned her chin against her knees and gave her best friend a pointed look. "You don't share the secret of success so early."

Gobber levelled them both with a suspicious stare. "Uh-huh."

"Hey!"

Astrid appeared in the doorway, flustered. "There's another boat!" she exclaimed. "We need to move!"

Hiccup raced for Toothless and climbed on. Sunset was about to go on behind him, but she noticed Fishlegs lingering in the forge. "Aren't you gonna come?"

"I think I'll stay here." Fishlegs gestured to the line of Vikings behind him. "I might be needed."

This was stated a bit too pompously for Sunset's liking. She knew very well what a big head could do, as displayed by Hiccup and Snotlout on many occasions. "I think I'll stay here, too," she decided. In a lower voice she told Hiccup, "To keep an eye on him."

"Good idea," he approved.

Toothless gave a soft warble and licked Sunset's face. She bent down and rubbed his muzzle. "I know it's been a while since we've taken a ride, but we'll do it together soon. Promise."

Satisfied by this, the Night Fury gave his kid another loving kiss before taking off into the air.

"We're getting low on Gronkle iron," Gobber informed.

"On it." Fishlegs bent down and tickled Meatlug's belly. But instead of coughing up a stream of lava, she coughed out two small, metal spheres.

"Oh yes, I'm sure someone will be wanting a nice pair of earrings," drawled the blacksmith sarcastically.

The Vikings outside started to mumble amongst themselves and Gobber crossed his arms. "Alright, boy. I think it's time you showed me your 'trade secret'."

Fishlegs and Sunset exchanged quick, nervous glances. Gronkle iron had been an utter fluke, and neither had any idea what had caused it. It was one heck of a trade secret-it was so secret, not even they knew it.

"Sure," Fishlegs finally said. "Follow us."

Gobber closed the forge temporarily, and they took the long walk to the seaside cliffs where Meatlug had feasted on her rocks. Wooden wagon in tow, Gobber eyed the kids expectantly. "So which one is the magic rock?"

Sunset and Fishlegs stared at the surrounding rocks. There were at least eight different types on that large flat surface alone, and Meatlug had eaten all of them. "Uh…" Sunset bent down and picked up a smooth beige rock. "I don't think it's this one."

"And it's not this one," Fishlegs added, pointing to a rough black stone. He studied it a little bit longer and muttered uncertainly, "I think."

"You've no idea, do you?" Gobber asked nervously.

"I do!" Fishlegs protested. "There's just a lot of rocks, and it's hard to tell them apart. We were very emotional that day, too, so I might not have been paying _that _close attention."

Gobber moved so that was standing over the two teens. His hands were on his hips, and he stared at them. Sunset winced and moved her helmet over her emerald eyes. She knew that stare very well-it was the one he used to get to her to spill something she didn't feel like spilling. It was firm and unyielding and demanding, and no matter how hard you tried you couldn't look away.

You couldn't win against the Gobber Glare. The man had perfected it. It was almost as bad as the Stoick Stare.

Fishlegs crumbled in no time. "No, I don't know! Sunset doesn't know either, she was just being a good friend and backing me up! I lied and I'm a fraud and I'm a failure! Is that what you wanted to know?"

He was hysterical. Gobber easily lifted the boy up by the front of his tunic and gave him a slight shake to calm him down. _"Listen."_

Fishlegs gave a meek nod. "Yes, sir."

"We'll feed Meatlug these rocks one by one. Sooner or later, we'll come across the one that gives her the ability to make Gronkle iron."

"You promise?" Fishlegs asked hopefully.

"Yes," vowed Gobber. He set the boy down and gave him a clap on the shoulder. "Let's start gathering every rock we can find, yeah?"

Fishlegs nodded eagerly and got to work. Gobber turned to see his charge beaming up at him. "Not a word," he warned. "Go help him."

She obeyed, scurrying past and snagging the first rock she saw. She glanced over her shoulder with a wide smile. "You may act like a rough and gruff Viking most of the time, but you're a real softie. You know that, right?"

Before he could deliver a scathing response, she hurried off. "Blasted brat," he grumbled, not without fondness.

Twenty minutes later, they had filled the wagon with stones and were back at the forge. Fishlegs fed Meatlug a sandstone first. After swallowing, she promptly spit out some lava. Gobber collected it and tried hammering it into something, but all that came out was a clear, glass-like sheet. "Next!"

The shiny black stone went down the hatch next. Sunset frowned and wiped the sudden beads of sweat from her forehead. "Is it just me, or did it just get hot in here?"

"Actually, yeah it did," confirmed Fishlegs.

Meatlug started to glow a bright red and steam drifted off of her. Gobber hastily shoved the feather into Fishlegs' hands. "Tickle her before we get fried to bits!"

The boy quickly moved over to his dragon and tried tickling her belly. But the heat was too great the feather burnt up. Meatlug let out a strangled cough and the stone flew back out. Sunset sighed with relief. "That could have gone worse."

The crowd of Vikings suddenly started to chant Fishlegs' name. The redhead swore she saw Hiccup in the crowd, but after she blinked he was gone. "Weird."

"You know, this is how mobs start out," said Gobber conversationally. "They start to chant and soon enough they're tearing up one of their own limb from limb."

Sunset patted Fishlegs' shoulder as he shuddered in fear. She glared at her caretaker. "Not helping!"

"I don't know which rock it was!" the boy moaned. "She ate so many of them!"

Sunset's eyes brightened. "That's it! She ate so many of them!"

Fishlegs slowly smiled in realization. "Hang on, folks!" he called to crowd. "Gronkle iron is coming right up!"

They ran over to the pile of rocks and each of them grabbed a handful. Gobber watched in amusement as the teens fed the assortment of rocks to the Gronkle. "So it's the combination that makes the iron, then?"

"That's what we're thinking," confirmed Sunset.

Meatlug happily munched on the rocks and swallowed. The two teens and Gobber watched her expectantly. After a moment, nothing happened.

Then there was a great rumble in her stomach.

Sunset nervously gripped her helmet. "I think something's about to happen, and I'm not sure if we're going to like it."

There was another rumble, and the spear Gobber was holding shot out of his hand and attached to Meatlug's side. A second later a pair of pliers followed the spear's path. "She's attracting the metal!" Fishlegs yelped.

"We're kind of in a shop full of metal," Sunset pointed out in panic. Fishlegs and Gobber hurried over Meatlug and tried pulling the weapons from her side. But for every one they pulled two more came flying.

Sunset's helmet was no exception.

Her hands still holding onto the horns, she went sailing over to Meatlug and her helmet firmly attached to the Gronkle's upper body. Before the girl could let go, the terrified Meatlug took off, her rider hollering after her.

Sunset watched with wide eyes as metal started coming from every which-way and chased after them. "Meatlug! Try to calm down!"

But the dragon was too spooked to listen. Sunset gritted her teeth as her body flopped side to side. She supposed she could let go, though it would be a painful landing, and she really did hate to part from her beloved headgear.

"_Please come back!"_

Fishlegs was in hot pursuit. "Heads up!" Sunset bellowed, spotting two swords about to impact Fishlegs' head.

The boy promptly ducked and the redhead flinched as the weapons came dangerously close to her head. One hand holding her helmet, she used the other to pat Meatlug's side. "It's going to be okay! You just have to settle down and let us help you."

Her words did nothing to soothe her, and Meatlug continued her run through the village. A familiar _swoosh _caught her attention and she grinned at the sight of Hiccup and Toothless, flying after them. "It's about time!"

Toothless blasted some spears away before they could harm Meatlug. Snotlout flew in beside him, waiting for orders. "What the heck happened?" Hiccup demanded, glancing below at the sprinting Fishlegs.

"She's attracting metal and she's really scared!" Fishlegs explained hurriedly. "Please help her!"

"Alright, Snotlout, we need to herd her away from the village!"

"You got it!" Snotlout flew alongside the Gronkle and Hookfang looked questioningly at his friend, not entirely understanding what was wrong.

Fishlegs, while he liked Snotlout well enough, even though he had his 'moods', was not entirely comfortable with having him corral his dragon. "Heel!"

Hookfang looked back at Fishlegs and obeyed, sitting promptly on the ground and throwing Snotlout off in the process. The Jorgenson landed in a pile of potatoes and he groaned. "Yeah, not exactly what I wanted to happen."

"Sorry!" Fishlegs called as he sprinted past.

Meatlug took off into the air and flew for the forest. Sunset yelped as she dangled from Meatlug's side, a nasty drop below her. _If I wasn't letting go before, I'm definitely not letting go now. _

"_Hiccup!"_

"Coming!" Hiccup hollered. He frantically scanned the trees below, but he couldn't get a clear sight. "Different tactic. We're going to have to cut them off."

Toothless huffed in agreement. They picked their speed and quickly passed Meatlug. But they needn't have worried about cutting her off-a cliff caused her to screech to a halt. Sunset hastily thumped to the ground. She let out a sigh of relief and leaned against Meatlug, who was panting nervously. Toothless and Hiccup landed in front of them, and Hiccup dismounted the Night Fury slowly.

"Hey, girl," he cooed softly.

"It's okay," Sunset said gently, getting to her feet. She rubbed Meatlug's back, noting that most of the metal had gotten dislodged during the flight. She plucked her helmet free and tucked it securely under one arm.

Meatlug whimpered softly and started to stray backwards. "No, no," Hiccup said, motioning towards himself. "You need to come this way. We'll help you, I promise."

A sudden thought struck Sunset and her eyes grew wide with horror. "Hiccup-!"

Too late.

Hiccup's metal prosthetic dragged the boy towards Meatlug and attracted itself to the Gronkle's chest. "Your foot," she finished lamely.

"Forgot about that," he muttered.

Meatlug took to the sky once more, Hiccup dangling upside down. Fishlegs came tearing out of the bushes in time to see the pair growing distant in the blue sky. "His leg?"

"His leg," she confirmed. "Let's go."

She mounted Toothless and Fishlegs climbed behind her. "This has happened before, hasn't it?" Sunset mused as Toothless soared into the sky.

"Meatlug attracting metal?" Fishlegs asked in bafflement. "Cause I think I'd remember this happening before."

"I meant Meatlug carrying Hiccup away."

"Oh, yeah. Last year's Snoggletog."

Sunset caught sight of her best friend and Meatlug. She gave Toothless a nudge and the Night Fury increased his speed. "Little too much Fury!" Fishlegs squeaked, gripping onto Sunset for dear life.

When they got within hearing distance, Sunset shouted, "Not fun, is it?"

"Not particularly!" Hiccup answered.

"I'm coming, girl!" Fishlegs cried. "Sunset, I know what to do!"

"Hit me with it."

"We need to get in close!"

Sunset nodded and got as close to Meatlug as she could. Fishlegs eyed his dragon intently. "She's going to turn left."

The Gronkle did indeed turn left, and Sunset followed. "Make sure to stay in the blind spot," instructed Fishlegs."

"Got it." Sunset quickly adjusted their position.

"Right! Now dive! Perfect! You can level off now."

After following Fishlegs' directions, Sunset found herself facing Hiccup. He blinked at her and said, "Hi."

"Er…hi."

"How's it going?" Fishlegs piped in.

"Eh, could be worse. You?"

"Doing pretty good, actually."

Hiccup nodded. "Good, good. Uh, Fishlegs, this may be a bad time, but I really wanted to say sorry for just leaving you behind like that."

"Hiccup-" Fishlegs started, but his friend interrupted.

"I know, I know, you're going to say you volunteered, and even though Sunset stayed behind too, it shouldn't have mattered. I should have said something-"

"I'm trying to concentrate," Fishlegs injected patiently.

"And this is not exactly the place for a conversation," added Sunset.

Hiccup agreed and glanced past Sunset and Fishlegs. His eyes grew wide. "Not what we need right now."

His two friends turned to see an Outcast ship in their direct line of sight. "Oh, Odin," muttered Fishlegs.

"Not our day, is it?" Sunset asked, tightening her grip on Toothless.

Hiccup hauled himself up and clung to Meatlug's leg to keep him upright. "I've got an idea."

"Is it stupid?" Sunset asked with a suspicious frown.

"Maybe," he answered evasively. "Meatlug, dive!"

The Gronkle obeyed, swooping down. Sunset gave Toothless the same order and the two dragons shot past the Outcast ship. Instantly, their metal weapons were wrenched from their hands and the boat rocked violently.

Hiccup laughed victoriously. "Oh yeah! That's how-" He stopped as he spotted the weapons flying straight for them. "Oh. Right. Never mind."

"I got it! Toothless, fly under Meatlug!" Fishlegs instructed.

Toothless, who was not against following the orders of the other kids, nodded and positioned himself under the Gronkle. Fishlegs reached up and tickled Meatlug's belly. Instantly, the Gronkle spat out the assortment of stones, and the metal instantly fell from her body and the weapons fell into the ocean.

Hiccup landed behind Fishlegs with a grunt and he clung to Toothless' tail for balance. Fishlegs beamed brightly. "Okay, nice plan! Go us!"

The husky boy climbed onto his dragon and embraced her happily. Meatlug purred and licked his cheek, her long tongue stretching up. "I missed you!"

Sunset grinned and looked over her shoulder at Hiccup. "One of our tamer days, I'd say."

"Why didn't you let go of your helmet when Meatlug was running through the village?" Hiccup chose to respond to her remark with a question. "You could have saved yourself a bumpy ride."

"Well. I'm not always smart. And I didn't want to let go of this thing." She rapped her knuckles against her mother's helmet. "So I did the stupid thing and held on."

"I can't argue. I forgot about my metal foot. So we both reached excessive stupidity today."

A frustrated scream caught their attention, and they looked back to see the Outcast ship sinking. "Oh yeah!" Hiccup cheered.

"We're awesome!" Fishlegs and Sunset chorused, high-fiving.

"Plus we got the ship." Hiccup grinned. "Yay for lucky coincidences!"

…

They reached Berk and Fishlegs let out a sigh of relief as he climbed to the ground. "I'm glad that's over with. But…" He hesitated and looked in the direction of the forge, where he could dimly make out Gobber. "I suppose I ought to tell him there will be no Gronkle iron."

"I can come with you," offered Sunset. "If you want."

"That'd be nice." Fishlegs smiled.

"I'll see you guys soon," Hiccup said, moving forward on Toothless after Sunset dismounted. "We'll meet you in a few minutes?"

"If we take longer than five, come save us from Gobber," agreed Sunset.

Hiccup nodded and went off to collect the other riders.

The two teens and Meatlug walked towards the forge. "I want to thank you," said Fishlegs suddenly.

Sunset tilted her head to the side. "What for?"

"For staying with me. For believing in me. For trying to make me feel better, even when I wasn't being very responsive to your encouragement." Fishlegs looked at her. "Even when the Gronkle iron thing went out of hand, you still stayed to help."

"You're my friend," Sunset said with a smile. "I wouldn't ever leave you hanging like that. We're a team-all of us. We can't function without each other."

"I'm sorry if I acted crazy." Fishlegs lowered his gaze to the ground sheepishly. "I probably got carried away."

"You did what you thought you had to do." Sunset settled her hand on his shoulder. "Sometimes, that's what we _need _to do. And trust me, I've put up with Hiccup for eleven years. I've seen worse…actually, I've _been _through worse."

Fishlegs grinned, but the grin faltered when they reached the forge. "So, the conquering heroes have arrived back," Gobber observed, leaning lazily against his workbench. "You ready to get back to work? I've orders up to my helmet."

Fishlegs cleared his throat nervously. "Actually…I don't think we can make Gronkle iron anymore. We have responsibilities to the academy, and they're going to keep us pretty busy."

Gobber's face melted into an unreadable expression. Sunset glared at him. No matter the trouble she got in, if he gave Fishlegs a hard time, she'd let him have it. Fishlegs shrunk under the man's gaze. He felt genuinely guilty for quitting, when he knew how much pride Gobber held in his Gronkle iron creations.

Finally, a slight smile crossed Gobber's lips and he let out an accepting sigh. "I figured as much. Well, before you head off, I have something for you."

He removed a Gronkle iron sword from his weapons bucket and held it out. Touched, Fishlegs carefully took it. "But this is the first sword you made with the iron…for yourself."

"Yeah. But I think anyone who drives off an Outcast ship deserves one of these."

Fishlegs beamed. "Thank you! But I had some help."

"I don't want one!" Sunset said quickly in response to Gobber's teasing smile. "But you ought to give Meatlug something."

"I did." Gobber grinned and held out the two small metal spheres the Gronkle had coughed out earlier. "I think these earrings would look good on her."

Meatlug's tail wagged happily as Gobber held out the gift. She promptly ate them and nudged Gobber's hand in thanks.

"Guys!"

Hiccup swooped in on Toothless with an expectant expression. "We gotta get going. We got academy stuff to do. We need you!"

Fishlegs sheathed his sword in his belt and climbed on Meatlug. "They need us," he echoed happily. He turned to Gobber with a bright smile that expressed more than words ever could. Gobber winked and saluted him.

Meatlug took off into the sky and Sunset gave Gobber a quick hug. "Softie," she said seriously and hurried over to Toothless before he could respond. Hiccup had moved back so she could have the reins and she patted Toothless lovingly. "Hey, boy."

Toothless purred and, in response to her nudge, flew into the air. Hiccup wrapped his arms around her waist and smiled warmly. "Thank you, Sun."

Surprised, she glanced over her shoulder. "For what?"

"For always being an awesome friend, and for being there for Fishlegs while I was having a temporary brain meltdown."

Sunset looked around at the friends that surrounded them, and at the grin that couldn't seem to melt from Fishlegs' face.

"You did what you thought was right. Fishlegs did what he thought was right. Sometimes, we have to follow what fate plans for us, and nothing anyone says can interfere. There are some realizations we have to reach ourselves. I think we all reached one today."

Sunset smiled warmly at her best friend.

"Today, we all realized that we work the best as a team. When we work together, nothing can stop us. We're dragon riders. And only together can we defend Berk."


	3. Deranged Dragon Hunting

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Deranged Dragon Hunting**

Hiccup and Sunset stood in the middle of the academy, surveying their fellow riders, who were gathered in front of them. "Alright, gang, listen up. Tomorrow's training plan is Astrid's idea, so she's going to explain it to you."

He gestured towards the blonde, who stood in front of a wooden board with a map nailed to it. Snotlout and the twins groaned in unison, shoulders slumping. They knew instantly that whatever training routine Astrid had cooked up, it was _not _going to be easy.

"What's the problem?" Astrid asked, baffled by their reactions.

"Your training is so difficult," Fishlegs complained.

"It's not that bad," dismissed Astrid.

"Is too!" Fishlegs cried, holding up a bandaged hand. "We always get injured one way or another!"

"Yeah, hand to claw combat may not have been the best idea," Sunset said gently. "The point of training a dragon is to do so _without _fighting it."

"Yeah, and don't forget the spine dodging," added Snotlout, a soft scowl on his face. "I nearly got impaled."

"Key word being _nearly_," shot back Astrid.

"And the hot lava swimming was _so _stupid, but really cool," put in Tuffnut.

Astrid rolled her eyes. "Tuff, we didn't do that one."

"Well…can I put it in as a suggestion?"

"No," Sunset answered. "I haven't even mastered regular swimming, let alone something impossible like hot lava swimming."

"This mission is a piece of cake," Astrid promised. She pointed at the map, which detailed Dragon Island. "All you gotta do is go from this beach, on the east side, to this cave on the west side."

Soft murmurs of agreement came from the four teens. Astrid folded her hands behind her back and smiled. "It'll be at night, with no camping gear and no dragons."

Groans of annoyance immediately rose at this added piece of information. "We are so gonna die," Ruffnut grumbled, kicking at the ground.

"What is the point of this?" Snotlout demanded.

"We're going to work on our stealth skills and wild dragon defense," she answered promptly, a smug smirk on her face.

"Come on, guys," persuaded Hiccup. "We know how well we work _with_ our dragons, but we haven't seen how we do without them."

"It's not going to be that bad," Sunset said with an encouraging smile. "We've done worse things, so this really should be easy."

"When are things ever easy for us?" Fishlegs muttered, a pout on his chubby face. He was hardly ever separated from Meatlug, and he didn't fancy the idea of spending a night without her.

"We'll meet back here the second the sky is dark," Hiccup informed. "Got it?"

"Whatever," Snotlout said snippily as he and the others filed from the academy, their dragons following behind. Hiccup and Sunset watched them go, and once they were out of sight the redhead turned to face her best friend.

"Um…are you _sure _this is a good idea?"

…

When the sky was an inky black, and the stars were covered by clouds, the teens flew their dragons to Dragon Island, armed with lanterns and a few weapons. Hiccup held his shield close and waited until his friends had dismounted their dragons. "Someone is going to have to miss the drill in order to watch the dragons."

Before anyone could volunteer, a wild Deadly Nadder swooped in and fired a blast that nearly struck Fishlegs and Tuffnut. The two boys hastily backed up as Stormfly and Toothless came to their defense, scaring the dragon away with ease.

"Yeah, they can't be doing that," Sunset remarked. "Someone's going to have to take them to the cave on the west side and wait for us there."

"I'll-"Fishlegs started, but Tuffnut cut him off with a loud, _"Me me me me!"_

Hiccup rubbed his chin in thought as he surveyed his two friends. "Sorry, Legs, but your dragon knowledge is hard to beat. We're really gonna need you here."

"But I don't _want _to be here!" Fishlegs wailed.

"If a situation ever arises where Alvin attacks with wild dragons and we don't have ours, we need to be prepared," reasoned Sunset. "It's going to be difficult, but it's important that we do this."

Fishlegs slumped in resignation and Tuffnut pumped his fist in the air. "Woo! I win!"

The teens bid goodbye to their dragons and started off. Toothless went after his kids and nudged Sunset playfully in the back. The redhead turned around and shook her head. "Sorry, bud, but you have to stay with Tuffnut."

"He's the boss for the night," added Hiccup. "And I _am _sorry about that. But I think it might be best to split the twins up for this drill. They're tough enough as it is-I don't think they need any more violence than they already have in their lives."

"Yeah! You heard him! I'm large and in charge!" Tuffnut whooped. "Let's head out!"

"You do know where the cave is, right?" Hiccup called after the departing group. Tuffnut did not respond, and soon he and the five dragons were well down the beach. "Um…yeah. He'll be fine."

"Okay," started Sunset as she and her friends went in the opposite direction as Tuffnut. "This is all about stealth. So we can take our time. The point is that we all reach the cave in one piece."

"We're also testing our own defenses against the wild dragons," added Hiccup. "Whether you decide to train it or merely evade it is your choice. Good luck, guys."

Snotlout, Ruffnut and Astrid took off while Fishlegs lingered behind, unease obvious in his expression. "So if I don't show up, you are going to search for me, right?"

"You're going to do great!" Sunset said assuredly. "We'll see you in a bit."

The two teens started into the forest with Sunset lighting the way. Hiccup idly spun his shield in his grip, eyes darting between the shadows in search for any possible threats. The trees loomed overhead, blocking most of the silver light from the crescent moon above.

"So," said Sunset conversationally as they walked. "On a scale of _uh-oh_ to _we pulled it off perfectly_, how do you think this is going to go?"

"Somewhere in the middle-probably a _sweet we all survived_," answered Hiccup.

They came to a halt upon spotting two fighting Gronkles. "Any quartz around here?" Hiccup asked.

Sunset spotted two pieces lying on the slope beside them. They each snagged a rock and rolled them past the bickering dragons. The second they saw the delicious quartz speeding away they scampered after the meal, tongues lolling out.

Sunset watched them go with a grin. "I don't suppose it's going to be this easy the whole night?"

"Nah," said Hiccup. "Not a chance."

The redhead giggled as she took in their surroundings, the lantern held out so that the orange glow spread out a few feet ahead of them. A quick flicker in the distance caught her attention, and her green eyes narrowed to peer down the steep rocky slope. "Hiccup, we probably should have explained to Ruffnut and Snotlout what the words _subtle _and _stealthy _mean."

The boy followed her pointing finger and a soft scowl curled across his lips upon spotting the fire. Dark smoke curled into the air, the strong scent wafted towards them by the night breeze. "We better go help whoever it is-I'm placing a bet on Ruff. Snotlout probably already got his butt burned by a dragon."

Sunset slapped his shoulder lightly in rebuke and the two started their way gingerly down the rocky slope. It was the easy way down, and the quickest way they would reach the location of the campfire. Sunset gingerly held the thin, wire handle of the lantern between her teeth, hands gripping the rough surface as she wiggled her way down.

Hiccup had a bit more trouble, as his shield clunked against the rocks and his metal foot didn't have much grip. But they made it to the bottom in one piece, albeit a few scrapes here and there.

"Whew," Sunset breathed once they reached the bottom. "That is not something I want to do again."

Hiccup agreed and adjusted his grip on his shield. "Come on. I can see the smoke coming from over there."

The two teens made their way into the forest. They came across a blazing fire, well contained within a circle of rocks, but no sign of the owner. Hiccup frowned and glanced at the surrounding trees. "Alright, come on out. I know you're here somewhere. You'll only get a stern talking to, promise."

Someone came flying out of the shadows and tackled the boy to the ground. Sunset stumbled back and shrieked in fright. "Hiccup!"

Hiccup groaned and stared up into the eyes of his attacker, who had him pinned down. "Dagur?" he asked incredulously.

"Dagur?" Sunset echoed with hidden dread.

Dagur blinked down at the boy, his feral expression quickly melting into glee. "Hiccup, buddy!"

He lifted the boy up into a bear hug with ease, squeezing the boy with all the strength he had. "Good to see you again! And Sunset! Always a pleasure!" He released Hiccup to give Sunset an amicable slap on the back-which nearly sent her flying to the ground.

"Nice to see you too," she rasped.

"It's so good to see that you're alive!" Dagur exclaimed, and then let loose with his signature demented cackle.

"Yeah, yeah, we're still breathing." Hiccup brushed off his vest and stared at the Berserker tribe leader with concealed panic. "It's uh, it's been a while."

"Since you two saved me from that dragon attack," confirmed Dagur. "You guys fought off a Night Fury!"

"Right, almost forgot about that." Sunset gave a forced chuckle, shuffling her feet awkwardly and trying not to stare at the multiple weapons Dagur had stabbed into the dirt.

Dagur eyed the two with sudden suspicion. "Say, what are you guys doing here?"

"We're-"Sunset began, but before she could think up a story Dagur answered his own question.

"Well, _I _know why you're here. You're here to kill dragons, just like I am!"

_Oh, Odin, _Sunset thought as Hiccup nodded his head rapidly.

"Yup! That's exactly it. We're here to kill dragons…just the two of us."

Dagur leaned over them, an intense expression on his scarred face. "What happened to that Night Fury, anyway?"

"Interesting story…it got away." Hiccup rubbed his neck nervously, attempting a smile, which came out a grimace. But Dagur did not notice.

"Perfect!" he exclaimed, throwing an arm around the boy and an arm around Sunset. "That is who we will hunt-the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself! We're gonna kill us a Night Fury!"

He dropped to the ground with a wicked laugh, bringing the two lanky teens with him. He started to howl at the sky, and when his new hunting companions did not join in, he paused for a moment. "Howl," he encouraged. "It makes you feel powerful!"

With a weak effort, Hiccup and Sunset joined Dagur's enthusiastic howling. "This is not good," hissed the redhead between howls.

"I'm aware," Hiccup snapped back in a low voice.

Dagur suddenly stopped howling and stood up, the teens quickly following suit. They went to sit on an old log, and the Berserker turned to his companions seriously. "Ever since that fateful day on Berk, all I could think about you two and that Night Fury. It was as if you already knew that beast, knew how it would act, how it thought. I needed to do the same-to get to know dragons like you do. So I came here, and studied up one dragon at a time."

He reached down and picked up a Deadly Nadder spine spike. "Got this in the leg-it was great! And that Monstrous Nightmare didn't stand a chance!"

Sunset turned white at the sight of a Monstrous Nightmare skull stuck on the end of a spear. She pressed a hand over her mouth and looked away, stomach turning violently.

A dragon roar echoed through the night and Dagur was on his feet in an instant, waving around a heavy-duty crossbow. Hiccup stared with wide eyes. "Nice weapon."

"Thanks." Dagur eyed the Gronkle iron shield resting by Hiccup's feet. "Um…is all you have a shield?"

"Yeah, yeah, just a good old, nothing-special-about-it shield."

Despite her nausea, Sunset managed to roll her eyes at Hiccup's hasty words. She sat up and removed her hand from her mouth. "We're not the best with sharp things."

"I've never needed to use a shield. I'm all about head-on combat!" Dagur threw his head back and let out a battle-cry.

Sunset flinched at the noise. "Yeah. We figured as much. Uh…how long have you been here?"

"Days, maybe weeks, can't really tell. Everything is a blur. Gotta be focussed." He got right up into Hiccup's face. "Have to have your eyes front at all times."

"Uh-huh." The brunette inched backwards. "Maybe you should take a break."

"Not until I get that Night Fury," Dagur said firmly. "I just know it's here-I can feel it." He snagged Hiccup's hand and placed it over his heart. "Can you feel it?"

He snatched his hand back. "No, can't say I do."

Dagur cackled. "Funny as always. Alright, brother and sister, let's go get that Night Fury."

He started off into the forest and Sunset stared at her best friend. "Never is easy, is it?"

Hiccup grabbed his shield and shooed her forward. With a sigh, she went after Dagur, Hiccup close behind. The trio slunk through the forest, and after a while a rustling in the bushes caught their attention. "That might be it!" Dagur hissed.

"Sounds a bit large to be a Night Fury," said Sunset cautiously.

True to her prediction, a Monstrous Nightmare flew overhead with another roar. Dagur stared after it. "Not a Night Fury, but I'll kill it anyway!"

Charade forgotten, Sunset smacked the crossbow off aim, allowing the arrow to fly off target and the Monstrous Nightmare to get away. Dagur loomed over the girl, furious. _"What game do you think you're playing?"_

"She was helping!" Hiccup said hastily, yanking Sunset beside him. "Night Furies can smell danger-it would have fled."

Dagur thought this over for a moment before laughing. "Who'd have thought that the runts of Berk and Dagur the Deranged would make such a great dragon hunting team?"

"Not us," Sunset said feelingly.

They continued on their way through the forest, Dagur tense and the two Berkians shooting meaningful glances at each other behind his back.

As they passed some bushes, the leaves began to rustle. Dagur dragged Hiccup and Sunset behind a rock and held his crossbow at the ready. Hiccup bit his lip, his gaze darting between the bushes and the weapon. Just as he was about to jerk the crossbow off aim, Snotlout came tumbling from the bushes, covered in dirt.

"Not what we need right now," he muttered.

Spotting them, a grin appeared on Snotlout's face and he rushed over to them. "Guys! You'll never guess what I've been through. Who knew there were so many wild dragons around here?"

"There's a reason this is called Dragon Island," said Hiccup flatly.

"Dagur?" Snotlout exclaimed, noticing the Berserker. "What are you doing here?"

He ignored the Jorgenson and bent down so that he was level with Hiccup and Sunset. "I thought it was just the two of you," he growled.

"Thought we were," Hiccup replied easily. He went up to his cousin with a stern expression. "I told you to stay at base camp while I hunt dragons!"

Snotlout stared in bewilderment. "Wha?"

"Try to keep up," Dagur drawled as he moved on. Hiccup waited until he was a distance away before letting out a heavy sigh.

"What is going on?" Snotlout demanded.

"We need to pretend we're hunting dragons. If Dagur discovers we have ours here, he'll kill them," Sunset said in a rush.

Snotlout's eyes widened in horror. "So…new mission?"

"New mission," confirmed Hiccup, and the three dragon riders hurried after the obsessed dragon hunter.

…

_Oh, give me a break._

Upon hearing a very familiar scream, Sunset and Hiccup quickly picked up the pace, where they found Fishlegs and Snotlout staring at each other in surprise. "Hi, Fishlegs!" Hiccup said in a loud voice. "I'm sure you remember Dagur?"

"He's out here hunting dragons, just like we are." The words burned her tongue, but Sunset managed to spit them out.

Snotlout threw his arms around his male companions. "Yeah, Fishlegs, we're having a good ol' dragon hunting time!"

"You're definition of _alone _needs some work," Dagur remarked.

"We'll do that while we hunt dragons," said Snotlout, nudging Fishlegs in the side.

"Dragons," repeated Hiccup, eyeing his husky friend.

"Don't worry, I got it," Fishlegs muttered, though his puzzlement was evident.

"Two down, three more to go," muttered Sunset as they continued on.

After a long moment of silence, Dagur spoke. "The two of us are a lot alike," he said, gesturing between himself and Hiccup.

"Really?" Sunset said idly, fingers gripping the handle of her lantern.

"Uh-huh. Hiccup and I are born leaders and are sons of chiefs who needed to be eliminated in order for us to gain power."

"No!" Hiccup exclaimed, horrified by the very idea of his father being killed. "No, not eliminated!"

"Well, if you change your mind, just let me know." With quick speed, Dagur spun on his heel and fired his crossbow. The arrow impaled Fishlegs' lantern and pinned it to the tree, the flames flickering feebly.

Hiccup cleared his throat. "Um…I think I'm good."

Everyone went silent as the bushes behind them, for the second time that night, began to rustle. The five crouched down, ready for an attack. Fishlegs nervously gripped his small weapon and nearly jumped out of his skin when a tap fell on his shoulder.

He turned around to see Astrid behind him. His eyes grew wide and the blonde placed a finger against her lips. He nodded in understanding and she went to hide behind some rocks.

"So, which one of your little pals is it this time?" Dagur asked in annoyance.

"Could be anyone, really," admitted Sunset.

A plasma blast suddenly burned through the bushes, slamming in front of a startled Dagur. Sunset and Hiccup gaped in horror as Toothless glowered at the enemy through the smouldering hole in the leaves, growling softly.

Dagur grinned in glee. "This is it! You have brought us the Night Fury! Now my arrow will be in its rightful place-through its head!"

"Wait!" Hiccup said quickly. "Can I do it?"

"But I saw it first!" Dagur complained.

Hiccup grabbed the crossbow. "But I brought you to it!"

"And I brought the crossbow! All you brought was that stupid decorative shield!" Dagur grabbed the crossbow back and got into position to fire.

A group of Terrible Terrors flew out from a nearby tree, startling Dagur and causing the arrow to miss its mark. While the Berserker was distracted, Sunset waved her hand, signalling for Toothless to take off, which he did.

Astrid strode out the forest, a frown on her face. "Thanks a lot! I almost had those Terrors!"

"Who cares about those squirts when there's a Night Fury here to hunt?" Dagur snapped. He whirled around and glared at Hiccup. "Let me guess. Those idiot twins are roaming around here someplace."

"Maybe," said Hiccup evasively, and with a scowl he stormed off, leaving behind the dragon riders.

Astrid stared at Sunset in disbelief. "Did he say hunt?"

"Yup," muttered the redhead.

"Toothless is-"

"Loose," finished Sunset. "Yeah. Which means that the other dragons are probably somewhere as well."

"Here's what we're going to do," said Hiccup in a low tone. "You need to find Ruff and Tuff, get your dragons, and get the heck out of here."

"_Hiccup! Sunset! Let's go!"_

"Good luck," wished Sunset before she and Hiccup hurried after Dagur in pursuit of their dragon.

They sprinted over uneven ground and clambered over boulders. Dagur frowned as the Night Fury stayed on land, its wings curled firmly against its side. He paused on a small hill, watching the black dragon run off. "Why doesn't it fly off?"

"Maybe it wants us to follow it," suggested Sunset. "Like a trap."

"A trap?" Dagur echoed, eyes narrowed. "Well, it won't work. A trapper's trap cannot trap a trapper trapping a trapper."

"That doesn't even make sense," she replied flatly.

"I know!" Dagur laughed and took off again. With twin groans the lanky teens hurried off. They watched as he fired off arrows, not aiming for Toothless, but leading him in a certain direction.

"What are you doing?" Sunset asked, trying to hide her nervousness.

"Trapping," he answered simply, lighting the next arrow and firing it high into the sky. Almost immediately, a barrage of lit arrows came from the opposite direction. "I didn't quite come alone either."

"Night Furies are lethal," Hiccup said warningly. "A couple of other men isn't going to tip the odds in our favour."

"Good thing it isn't just a few men." Dagur smirked. "I think a whole armada ought to do it."

"Uh-huh," Sunset said weakly. "That'll probably do it."

"We're gonna bring that beast right to them. And then it'll be all ours!"

"That's not exactly sporting," remarked Hiccup with a frown.

Dagur rolled his eyes. "There is no sporting in dragon hunting. We come to kill, not to play fair."

He stormed forwards and levelled his crossbow. Toothless' roars echoed in the still night, the dragon trapped on the edge of a cliff, a boulder his only guard against the Berserker's weapons.

"I'm done with this charade," hissed Sunset. "Let's get our dragon!"

Hiccup nodded and stood straight. "You're not killing that dragon."

Dagur groaned. "Ugh, not again. Tell you what, you can take home its wing or tail."

"Actually, we're taking it all." Sunset opened her mouth and let out a Night Fury call. Dagur stiffened at the sound and stared, stunned, as the dragon he was hunting willingly came to her side. He stared at the leather saddle strapped securely to its back.

"Wait…"

"You're seeing it right," Hiccup said firmly, coming over to stand beside Sunset and in front of Toothless. "It's a saddle."

Dagur frantically tried to process this as Sunset climbed onto Toothless with Hiccup behind her. "So I was right."

"All along," confirmed Hiccup. "On Berk, we don't kill dragons."

Sunset kicked the pedal into position. "We ride them."

"Your father-and _you two_-you lied to me!" Dagur cried, rage flooding his expression.

"My father wanted to keep the peace between the tribes," said Hiccup calmly.

"So to do that you made a fool out of me?" Dagur snarled.

"You did that yourself," informed Sunset. "You're kinda crazy."

Dagur glared and reached for his sword, but a roar from Toothless caused him to freeze. Sunset stared at the Berserker. "Your call," she said.

"We could have been a team," Dagur whispered. "But instead we're enemies."

"So be it." Hiccup narrowed his eyes. "But remember, we're the ones with dragons. And we know how to use them."

"Let's go." Sunset gave Toothless a gentle kick and the Night Fury took off into the sky. But they didn't get far-a bola flew into the air, snagging around Toothless' tailfin. The Night Fury crashed into the ground, throwing his riders off.

Another bola flew out and wrapped around Toothless' muzzle. With a furious scream, Dagur charged forwards with his sword. Hiccup quickly rolled in front of his dragon and thrust his shield up. Metal clanged with Gronkle iron, and Dagur kicked the boy away, the shield rolling off.

Sunset quickly collected it and threw it back, the shield dinging off of Dagur's sword and sending the deranged leader back a few steps. The shield flew back to the girl and she caught it, a glare on her normally friendly face.

Dagur threw multiple mini daggers at the girl, who protected herself with Hiccup's shield. Toothless swung his tail around and knocked him to the ground. Sunset threw the shield back to Hiccup. "Double team!"

The two ran for Toothless, the boy protecting his best friend from the arrows. "Hit him with it!" Sunset instructed, bending down and working on Toothless' bindings.

"You got it." Hiccup released the arrow function and fired an arrow at Dagur, who quickly dodged.

"You're going to have to do better than that," he sneered.

"Whatever you say." Hiccup fired the grappling hook and aimed it for the tree branch above Dagur's head. With a mighty tug, the branch broke loose and fell on top of Dagur, pinning him down for a brief moment.

"Sunset!"

"We're good!" Sunset freed Toothless' tail and quickly climbed on with Hiccup scrambling behind. Dagur broke loose and advanced, but he was easily knocked back with a plasma blast. They took to the sky, and found the other dragon riders waiting on the other side of the island.

"_Dragon in the sky! Attack the Night Fury!"_ Dagur's enraged words rang in the night.

"Let's go!" Sunset hollered, and the other riders joined them in the sky, flying as fast as they could from Dagur's armada.

"We could have taken them," grumbled Snotlout.

"Not this time," Hiccup said certainly. "But I have a feeling this isn't the last time we'll see Dagur."

"Of course not," grumbled Astrid. "It'd be stupid to think otherwise."

Once they were a safe distance away, Sunset decided to break the tense silence.

"So…did anyone have _fun_ tonight?"


	4. Invasion of the Deaths

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Invasion of the Deaths**

"_Don't let him escape!"_

Stoick's yell echoed in the early afternoon. The dragon riders quickly responded to his order, flying high and circling the village in search for the escapee. Sunset guided Toothless down a flight of wooden stairs to get to the lower level of the village.

"This is so embarrassing," she groaned, emerald eyes searching for her guardian.

"Well, he is a Viking," said Hiccup, who sat behind her. "Vikings don't tend to like baths."

"But they don't run away when it comes time for them to get clean," returned Sunset. "He's been in dozens of bloody battles yet he flees at the sight of a tub full of water. It's ridiculous."

"There he is!" Hiccup cried, pointing between two huts. Sunset flew Toothless to the other side, but the second they got there Gobber was nowhere in sight. "Geez," he muttered. "Who knew he could move like that?"

Sunset flew Toothless over the village again and found Gobber running between the huts. She tried to cut him off, but the man's quick feet prevented him from running directly into them. "Astrid, you're move!"

"You got it!" the blonde called back. Spotting Gobber coming her way, she said, "Stormfly, spine shot!"

A shower of spikes rained down and created a blockade, preventing him from going any further. "I'm not gonna do it!" wailed Gobber, backing up as Stoick, Astrid, Sunset and Hiccup surrounded him. "Vikings are supposed to stink! It's our lifestyle!"

"You keep up that lifestyle and I'm moving in with Hiccup," snapped Sunset.

"And that's not happening," added Stoick. "I can barely handle the one I have, let alone two. You're getting a bath."

"No, I'm not!"

Hookfang landed behind Gobber and Snotlout smirked. "Put him in the tub."

Promptly flicking his head up, the Monstrous Nightmare sent the boy flying into the air and directly into the wooden tub set up for Gobber. "I'm sick of this," he grumbled. "Aren't you sick of this?"

Hookfang snorted softly in amusement.

Climbing off of Toothless, Sunset gestured for her dragon to circle around behind Gobber.

"I told you, I'm not gonna do it!" Gobber snapped, raising his prosthetic hammer warningly, not noticing as Toothless slunk behind him.

"Fly up, Astrid," instructed Sunset.

Arching a slim eyebrow, Astrid obeyed, though she wasn't sure of what she was supposed to do. The plan became clear when Gobber's attention focussed on her, allowing Toothless to get directly behind the man and flip him into the wooden tub.

Stoick raced over and pinned his friend down. "Fishlegs!"

"Coming!" The husky boy flew over on Meatlug, a bucket in his hands. Hovering over the thrashing man, he tipped the bucket over-and only a trickle came out, splashing on Gobber's face.

Sunset rubbed the back of her neck. "Um…maybe a little more?"

"Sorry, but that's the best I could do," apologized Fishlegs. "The well's gone dry."

Frowning, Stoick let go of Gobber and gave him a stern glare. "You're lucky," he growled before taking the bucket from Fishlegs and storming for the well, Sunset and Hiccup hurrying behind him. Attaching the bucket back to the rope, he threw it down deep into the well and grew concerned when a resulting splash did not occur.

Pulling the bucket up, he stared inside. The wood was bone dry. "It doesn't make sense. This well is only two summers old."

"There was water in here yesterday," said Sunset in bewilderment. "A good amount of it too."

"Then where did it all go?" asked Hiccup.

Sighing in annoyance, Stoick rubbed the space between his eyes. "A new well will have to be dug. Until it's complete, we're rationing our water."

"And that means no more baths!" Gobber cheered, flinging his sweaty, dirt-caked arms around Hiccup and Sunset. Immediately assaulted by the foul smell, the two teens frantically wrestled their way out of his grip and stumbled away, gagging.

"We gotta go," wheezed Hiccup, and they rushed for Toothless, taking gulps of fresh air as they went.

"I'm taking up residence at your place," informed Sunset as she mounted the Night Fury, Hiccup right behind her.

"I don't blame you," said Hiccup feelingly.

Turning over her shoulder, Sunset spotted the three dragon riders eyeing her curiously. "Snotlout, Fishlegs, with us. Astrid, can you grab the twins?"

Astrid gave a dramatic sigh. "If I must."

They all flew to the sky, and the four riders headed for the academy. Astrid arrived with the twins a few minutes later, and they all gathered around Hiccup and Sunset.

"We have to find a way to save water until the new well is completed," explained Hiccup.

"Did we miss something?" Tuffnut asked.

"Yeah. The well is dry. Therefore, we need to save water." Astrid rolled her eyes.

"Oh. Got ya."

"Ruff and Tuff, you guys are going to take the washing tub and fill it with water from Lars Lake."

Tuffnut frowned. "Alright, but it's gonna take a few weeks. And one of us probably won't come back. It's gonna be Ruffnut."

Annoyed, Ruffnut slugged her sibling in the shoulder. Hiccup eyed the male twin hesitantly. "It shouldn't take more than an hour. You've got Barf and Belch."

"Oh, yeah, right. Then yeah. We'll be back in an hour."

Sunset giggled as Hiccup shook his head in exasperation. "Astrid and Snotlout, can you guys gather the water from the streams in the mountains?"

"Can do," said Snotlout with a smile.

"I am also not guaranteeing both of us will come back," added Astrid.

"Fishlegs, you and Meatlug are going to help us figure out what happened to the well," said Hiccup.

Fishlegs winced and placed his hands against Meatlug's side. "I don't think that's a good idea. We don't do too well in small, tight dark spaces."

Sighing, Hiccup glanced at Sunset, who grinned. "Hey, I don't blame him. Horrible things happen every time we end up somewhere dark and small."

"Thanks, Sun," said Fishlegs gratefully.

"Yeah. Thanks," muttered Hiccup.

…

Astrid and Snotlout crouched by a wide stream in a cove in the mountains, filling up multiple canteens. Snotlout studied them thoughtfully, and a wide grin curled across his face. "I've just had a brilliant idea."

"Oh, great," groaned Astrid. "I don't want to hear it."

Ignoring the blonde, Snotlout continued. "The people of Berk need water, right? Well, we have the water. I bet they'll pay whatever it takes to have this sweet water in their hands."

Astrid sent the boy an incredulous glance. "You're going to charge for water?"

"Yeah. But don't worry. I'll give you a discount."

Pursing her lips, she shook her head. "You're going to deprive people of a free, natural resource because you selfishly want to gain something. How do you think Sunset will take that?"

Snotlout's grin faltered. He could already picture the disappointed frown and sad gaze. "Um…actually, maybe it's not such a great idea."

Astrid grinned as he got back to work. "Yeah. That's what I thought."

…

"You're doing great, Meatlug!" encouraged Fishlegs, staring intently down the dark well. His dragon had a rope wrapped around her midsection, and was slowly lowering Hiccup and Sunset deeper into the stone well.

Sunset squinted up, clinging to the thin rope. Hiccup was just above her, holding a lantern. "Keep going," he called. "I think we're almost there."

The redhead snorted. "You're not even looking down."

"Well. Fishlegs is getting farther away. If it's any farther down, this well is probably a bottomless pit."

"Hey!" exclaimed Sunset suddenly. "Hold up, Meatlug."

The rope stopped and they swayed in place. She pointed at the stone wall, which was illuminated by the glow of Hiccup's lantern. "Look. The stones are wet from here down. The water level was this high yesterday. What the heck happened?"

Frowning, Hiccup brushed his fingers against the stones. "That seems to be the question of the day."

Taking a loose piece of stone, he tossed it below. The two teens listened intently, but they could only hear the solid _thud _as it struck ground. "Fishlegs! Bring us down!"

"Are you sure about this?" he called down, nervous.

"Yeah."

The rope continued lowering, and Sunset eyed the dark depths as they descended. "This is a horrible idea."

"Probably," agreed Hiccup.

The rope suddenly jerked, and the teens found themselves being pressed against the side of the well. "What's going on up there?" wailed Sunset, flinching as her head smacked against the well wall.

"Sorry!" Fishlegs cried. "Meatlug, steady!"

But the Gronkle was too concerned with a wagon full of rocks. The rope pressed against a sharp piece of stone and snapped, sending the two teens hurtling for the bottom. "Aaagghh!" screamed Sunset, wind rushing past her at an alarming rate. _"Oof!"_

She hit the ground with a painful impact, which only grew worse when Hiccup landed on top of her. "Ow," she whimpered.

"Sunset, Hiccup!" Fishlegs hollered, and Toothless dove down after his humans.

The two teens jumped when Toothless landed beside them. "Are you okay?" Hiccup asked in concern, getting to his feet.

Toothless cooed softly and licked his face before nudging Sunset's still form in worry. "I'm okay," the girl muttered. "Just have to recover from having Hiccup's fat butt land on me."

Hiccup snorted. "Shut up."

"_Hiccup! Sunset!"_

Stoick's booming voice echoed down the narrow well towards them. Cupping his hands around his mouth, Hiccup hollered back, "We're good!"

"_Are you able to fly back up?"_

"Not unless we have a death wish," muttered Sunset, gingerly sitting up.

"It's too narrow," Hiccup chose to respond with instead.

Agitated and worried beyond belief, Stoick looked over his shoulder to the Vikings that had gathered to see what the problem was. "Someone go and get me a rope!"

A few Vikings immediately complied, and Stoick looked back down the well, where he could dimly make out the lanky figures of the two teens. _"I'll be right down, kids!"_

"No, it's okay!" Hiccup shouted. "If you come down, then we'll all be stuck!"

"_Then just stay put until we figure something out!"_

Sunset snorted. "When do we ever stay put?"

"Dad, we're fine!" Hiccup held up his lantern and surveyed the area. The underground cavern was completely dry, no water in sight. "We got Toothless. We'll find another way out."

Stoick could only watch as the three moved out of his line of sight and deeper into the cavern. After a second, Sunset's voice drifted up to him. _"Hey! We found a tunnel!"_

_Not good, _he could not help but think. Whenever the kids found any sort of tunnel or cave, they always winded up getting into trouble. "Be careful!" he hollered. "We're here if you need us!"

"Which we probably will," whispered Sunset, peering over Hiccup's shoulder and down the tunnel curiously. "Though I'm not sure where this came from."

"What do you think, Sun? Down the scary tunnel?"

"We've never refused a tunnel before," agreed Sunset, and the trio set out.

"Why do I have the feeling we're not alone?" Sunset asked as, after a while, they switched to a new tunnel.

"Probably because we're not."

Sunset studied the expansive cavern, a soft frown on her pale face. "These look to be right under the town."

Before Hiccup could respond, an odd crunching sound caught their attention. Glancing down, he realized he had stepped on a rather large shell piece of a dragon egg. Toothless sniffed it and growled menacingly. Hiccup lifted his lantern, and the light revealed several other hatched dragon eggs.

"Ooh," moaned Sunset, gripping Hiccup's arm nervously. "This is so not good."

Spotting an old wooden crate, Hiccup moved towards it. "This has the Outcast symbol on it!" he exclaimed.

"Definitely not good," repeated Sunset, eyes darting about.

A dragon call sounded from deeper in the cavern. Hiccup pointed in its direction and ordered, "Give me some light that way, bud."

Toothless fired off a plasma blast, engulfing the area in a blue light. More and more dragon eggs littered the stone floor. As they moved forwards, they noticed a tunnel entrance in the ceiling and in the side walls. "Those are Whispering Death tunnels. Fantastic," groaned Sunset.

"I think I'll take the Whispering Deaths over whatever made that," remarked Hiccup, gesturing to a tunnel that was twice the size of all the others.

Sunset pursed her lips. "Yeah. We're probably going to die today."

"No different than any other day."

They continued walking, and once they reached the end of the tunnel they discovered that the exit was sealed with rocks. "Not entirely surprising," sighed Sunset.

As they tried to figure out what to do next, Hiccup's lantern went out, pitching them into darkness. "Even better," muttered Hiccup. "Toothless, a little light?"

Toothless relit the lantern, and Sunset yelped when the yellow glow revealed a Whispering Death hovering behind them. "I liked the darkness better!"

Toothless sent the dragon back with a plasma blast and the teens hastily climbed onto his back. Sunset snagged the lantern from her friend as he got up front. "Time to bail!"

Hiccup gave the Night Fury a nudge and they shot down the tunnel, frantically looking for a way out. The Whispering Death was right on their tail.

"Whoa!" Hiccup cried when another Whispering Death appeared in front of them suddenly. Toothless veered into another tunnel, which led into the wide cavern. Three Whispering Deaths popped out of the dirt and surrounded them.

"Okay, not fair," said Sunset, one hand gripping the lantern and the other arm wound tightly around Hiccup's waist.

Toothless swooped between the Whispering Deaths and took off down another tunnel. But about halfway down, the dragons stopped chasing them. "Alright, that's odd." Hiccup frowned and turned Toothless around.

"Don't go _back_!" wailed Sunset, pulling on her friend's vest in protest. "Are you crazy?"

"Yup."

They went back to the cavern, but it was empty. Glancing up, Sunset watched as some dirt fell from the top tunnel, sprinkling down on them. "Oh, Thor."

"They're heading straight for town!" realized Hiccup. "We gotta stop them!"

They flew after the Whispering Deaths, twisting down the long tunnel. They finally burst through the surface, the sunlight blinding them momentarily. Hovering high in the air, they spotted the Whispering Deaths attacking the village, with its occupants locked in battle. The other dragon riders were circling, and Gobber and Spitelout had one in combat.

"We're late," remarked Sunset.

"Guess we better join the party."

They swooped down and landed near the forge. "What are we doing?"

"Getting my shield." Hiccup climbed off with Sunset right behind him. "Toothless, cover us."

Sunset abandoned the lantern and raced after Hiccup into the forge. He grabbed his shield and hurried back to Toothless. Using the sun's light, he reflected it off of his metal shield and into the Whispering Death's eye. Hissing in pain, the dragon retreated.

"Score one for us." Sunset crossed her arms. "But we're going to need a bit more than that to chase these guys away."

"We better start with that one, then. Call this our trial run."

Climbing back on Toothless, they headed off in pursuit of the Whispering Death. Astrid caught up with them and Sunset quickly explained, "The tunnels they made drained our water."

"Figured that out already," returned Astrid. "We need to find a way to keep them in the sunlight."

"Got it covered." Hiccup hefted his shield up and kept the light trained on the Whispering Death. As they sped through the village, they corralled the other dragons. Hookfang sent off a fire blast that sent them speeding off over the sea.

"Those guys are the masters of destruction," said Tuffnut in awe.

"It's not over yet," muttered Hiccup, posture tense.

"Yeah," agreed Sunset. "This was just…too easy."

Just as the words left her mouth, a great rumbling sounded below them, the ground shaking. "Me and my big mouth," she whimpered.

"Not good, not good!" cried Fishlegs.

The ground exploded beneath them, sending grass and dirt flying everywhere. A massive, white dragon resembling a Whispering Death (but much more frightening) rose into the air, roaring madly.

"Oh, Thor help us," muttered Hiccup.

The dragon dove down, sending the riders scattering. "What the heck is that thing?" Snotlout asked.

"Whatever it is, it's definitely not in the Book of Dragons," said Fishlegs in fear.

"Right then. So this is also going to be an experiment. Toothless, plasma blast!"

The blast struck the dragon in side, causing it to whirl around and glare fiercely at them. Opening its mouth, it let out a loud, screeching roar that caused the dragons to sway in the air. "The scream is disorienting them!" cried Sunset, hands pressed tightly over her ears.

The dragon turned around and flew towards the village. Tuffnut stared after it and grinned widely. "I hereby declare this dragon to be the Screaming Death!"

A sudden hissing caught his attention, and he turned to see the three Whispering Deaths returning. They swooped past the dragon riders and followed after the Screaming Death.

"Plan! A plan would be fantastic!" Sunset said, eyes wide. "We've got an invasion on our hands."

"We'll take the Screaming Death," said Hiccup determinedly. "You guys focus on the Whispering Deaths."

They split up, and when they found the Screaming Death, it had cornered a Viking against a building. "Blast it!" Hiccup ordered.

The plasma blast struck and distracted the Screaming Death. It immediately flew in pursuit of the trio, and sent out a flame blast. Toothless dodged and it struck the old watchtower. Swinging around, Toothless caught the dragon in the face with another plasma blast. Furious, the Screaming Death swung its tail and smacked the Night Fury in the side.

"We're going down!" Sunset shrieked, yelping in pain as they bounced off the huts going down the slope before striking the ground. Hiccup's shield flew from his grip and rolled one way with Sunset while he and Toothless rolled the other way.

Groaning, Hiccup sat up and cringed back when the Screaming Death hovered in front of him. It unleashed a fire blast, but Sunset dove in front of her best friend and blocked it with his Gronkle Iron shield just in time.

The Screaming Death was quickly distracted from the teens by a sonic blast. Stoick came flying in on Thornado, and Sunset lowered the shield cautiously. The Screaming Death roared and took off.

"Well. That was close," panted Sunset. The two teens hurried to Toothless' side and looked in the direction of where the dragon had gone.

Stoick flew beside them. "I don't need to know what the thing is. All I want is for it to get out of here."

"We're working on it," promised Sunset, this time taking the front of the saddle, the shield in her grip.

Hiccup got on behind her and looked over his shoulder at his father. "We're going to drive it out of the village."

They took off back into the air, in pursuit of the Screaming Death with Stoick behind them. With his help, they assaulted the dragon with plasma blasts and sonic blasts. Flying above it, Sunset levelled the shield so that the sun's reflection was right in its eye.

Hissing, the dragon dove underground. But before they could celebrate, it shot back up again and flew towards them. "Scatter!" she cried.

Avoiding the massive dragon, Sunset stared at the shield in bewilderment. "Well. That didn't work."

"Then we need to find out what does work, and fast," snapped Stoick.

The dragon let out another scream, causing the dragons to writhe about in discomfort. "What's going on?" roared Stoick.

"The scream disorients the dragons," said Sunset.

"Shut it up, bud!" instructed Hiccup.

Toothless fired off a plasma blast that caught the Screaming Death in the chin. The scream stopped and it shot down towards them.

Toothless avoided it and took off with it in hot pursuit. Stoick took off after them, but got cut off by a Whispering Death shooting out from the ground below them. Spotting another Whispering Death approaching, he noticed the twins attempting to handle the situation.

"You two go help Hiccup and Sunset!" he ordered. "I'll take care of this."

"You got it, Chief," said Tuffnut and the twins flew off. "Um…"he turned to his sister. "Where do you think they are?"

"Wherever the Screaming Death is," shrugged Ruffnut.

"Oh. Right."

As twins flew off in search, Sunset was guiding Toothless around the sea stacks. But despite its size, it was able to keep up just fine.

The twins arrived with the other dragon riders. Astrid flew up beside Toothless and glanced at her friends. "Need some help?"

"Please," said Sunset gratefully. "This thing doesn't mind the sunlight, so we're out of luck on that note."

Hiccup brightened as an idea hit him. "Then I guess we'll just have to give it what it wants. We'll keep it chasing us. You guys fall back and hit it with all you got."

Nodding, Astrid gave the order and the others fell back. Sunset led the Screaming Death on a chase through the sea stacks, but a fire blast hit them and sent them flying onto the wide stone surface of a sea stack. The two teens were frozen as they watched the dragon rise above them, red eyes glinting menacingly.

But before it could attack, it was struck by a fire blast. The twins flew up and ordered Barf and Belch to fire again. Sunset and Hiccup quickly climbed back on Toothless and Sunset used the shield to get the dragon's attention. "I think I have an idea."

She guided Toothless high into the sky, the Screaming Death flying after them. When they were high enough, she levelled out for a moment before diving suddenly back down. The Screaming Death copied their movements, smashing through the sea stacks when they were back over the water.

Rounding a corner, Sunset had Toothless hover in front of a large and formidable sea cliff. The dragon came at them, and at the last second Sunset urged Toothless up. The Screaming Death smashed into the cliff head-first and dropped limply down the stone surface below. A bunch of rocks fell down and crushed its wing, causing it to roar in pain.

Hearing the roar, the Whispering Deaths hurried to its aid and helped the dragon into the air. They flew off into the distance and Hiccup sighed with relief. "Well. We're still alive."

"I feel bad." Sunset frowned. "It's hurt."

"It'll be fine," Hiccup assured her. "And I mean, it was either its wing or our village."

"I guess," conceded Sunset reluctantly. "Still feel bad, though."

The riders headed back to the village, where Vikings were already beginning the clean-up process. As the other teens went to assist, Hiccup and Sunset flew to the forge, where Hiccup normally kept his shield. "So you think Alvin's plan was to have those Deaths destroy our village?" asked Sunset, climbing off of Toothless.

"It's tricky. Alvin's plans can range from well thought out to spur-of-the-moment." Hiccup set his shield down on a workbench and the two teens started out into the village, Toothless waddling behind them.

"We ought to tell your dad."

Hiccup sighed. "Yeah. I know. Let's go see where he ended up."

It took a lap through the half-destroyed village, but they finally found their leader righting the wooden posts that had fallen during the dragon rampage. "Hey, Dad."

"You two alright, then?" Stoick asked, pausing in his work to study the teens.

"We're good," said Sunset. "But we have something to tell you."

"When we were in the tunnels, we found a crate with the Outcast symbol on it," informed Hiccup. "We think Alvin planted those dragon eggs directly under us, knowing that when they hatched they would tear Berk apart."

"Whether he knows how to train them or not, the problem is that he's still using them," added Sunset.

Stoick rubbed his forehead, feeling the beginnings of a headache. "We'll deal with the Outcasts later. Right now we need to figure out how to bring back the water."

"No need to worry about that, Chief," called Fishlegs. He peered into the well with a wide grin. "The water's back!"

Curious, the two teens ventured over and looked into the depths. The water level was high enough for them to see their murky reflections. "Sweet!" exclaimed Sunset.

Hiccup grinned. "The tunnels the Screaming Death made must have created a new channel for the water and redirected it back to the well."

"Which means…"Sunset looked up to see Gobber trying to slink away. _"Hold it!"_

Stoick clamped a meaty hand on his friend's shoulder. "She's right," he confirmed. "It's bath time. _Ruffnut! Tuffnut! I have a job for you!_"

"I don't think I want to see what they're going to uncover from between his toes," Sunset muttered.

"Yeah," agreed Hiccup. "Let's go."

They started off, ignoring Gobber's loud protests as the twins descended upon him with buckets of water and soap. They sat at the end of the grassy slope that led to the Haddock household. Toothless yawned and settled by their feet, eyes closing for a nap.

"They're still out there," sighed Hiccup. "And they're going to come back."

"Of course they're going to come back." Sunset rested her head against his shoulder. "We're never that lucky."

"You know what that means, right?"

"Yeah. The Screaming Death is going to come back."

Hiccup nodded grimly. "And next time, I don't think we're going to be so lucky."


	5. Saving Hookfang

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Well, this took forever. Sorry about the wait. So I've settled on not giving Sunset her own dragon, at least not yet.**

**Saving Hookfang**

"_Woo-hoo!"_

The familiar shout caused the teens and their dragons to glance up at the blue sky. They immediately had to duck when Snotlout and Hookfang swooped over them and arched back up into the air. Hiccup glanced after his cousin in annoyance. "Geez, what's his problem?"

"I think that's a pointless question," muttered Fishlegs.

"Ever since the Whispering Deaths attacked, he's been training nonstop," explained Astrid.

"Apparently, he's been flying all night every night for the past week," added Fishlegs.

"That's overdoing it," spoke Sunset from her perch behind Hiccup on Toothless. "Doesn't he ever take a break?"

"Guess not," sighed Hiccup. He glanced over his shoulder to look at his best friend. "Am I going to have to talk to him?"

Sunset patted his back. "He is your cousin."

There was a great rush of wind as Snotlout landed near them, a satisfied grin on his face. "Yeah, I'm _that _awesome. Try not to be too jealous."

"I'll manage to control myself," said Astrid flatly.

Hiccup peered closely at Hookfang, who was panting heavily and didn't look so well. "Snotlout? I think you might want to relax a bit. Hookfang doesn't look so well. You might be pushing him a little hard."

Snotlout snorted dismissively. "It's called challenging yourself. Hookfang is a warrior, like me. Warriors don't need rest. It's like Dad always says-"

"For Thor's sake, take a bath, Snotlout," cut in Astrid with a smirk.

"Go jump in the sea, Snotlout," added Ruffnut.

"Shove your head up a-"

"Shut up," snapped Snotlout before Tuffnut could finish. "No, none of those things! He always says that rest is for the weak."

"Er…not the most uplifting speech I've ever heard," said Sunset softly.

Hiccup gave a small nod of agreement. "Thanks for that, Snotlout."

"No problem," said Snotlout, completely missing the sarcasm. "Can we please get on with this exercise?" He gave Hookfang a nudge and the pair sailed off into the sky.

Astrid watched them go. "No one is allowed to scold me if I knock his head off at some point today."

"I'll pay you to do it," muttered Hiccup. He flinched when there was a solid smack to the middle of his back. "I'm kidding, Sun."

"Good." Sunset wrapped her arms around his waist. "Let's head on out."

The group took off into the sky and they soon caught up to Snotlout. "Alright, guys. Now that Alvin has dragons, that makes things a lot scarier," warned Hiccup.

"He's going to come after Berk, no doubts about it," Sunset said. "The point of this exercise is to get prepared when we have to fight said dragons. Astrid, you'll be the bad dragon."

"Got it. Stormfly, let's do this." Astrid gave her dragon a nudge and Stormfly flew higher into the sky, so that she was hovering over the others.

Hiccup nodded in approval. "Don't let her touch you. If she does, you're out. Go!"

They all split off in different directions. Sunset held on to Hiccup as Toothless soared through the blue sky. "So, how long do you think everyone will last?"

"Meatlug isn't known for her speed, the twins are the twins and Hookfang isn't in the best condition. So they're not going to last long at all." He paused for a moment before adding, "I say all that with love."

Sunset grinned. "I know. But let's see if we can break a time record for not getting caught."

"We can totally do that."

After a few minutes of smooth sailing, they felt Astrid's presence as she joined them. "Already?" Sunset asked.

"Fishlegs and the twins are out," informed Astrid. "You two might as well give up."

"She sounds a bit like Alvin," observed Sunset.

Hiccup nodded. "It's quite good. Let's see if we can shake her in the dark."

The redhead peeked over his shoulder and spotted the cliff wall, which had a cave opening lodged in the middle of the formation. "Well. This will be interesting. Let's go, Toothless!"

The Night Fury hummed and sped for the cave opening. They disappeared in darkness and Toothless used his roar to guide him through the tunnels. Sunset glanced over her shoulder and discovered that Astrid was still in pursuit, having Stormfly keep her fire blast in her mouth in order to use the light to see.

"Could that be considered cheating?" she asked.

Hiccup cast a brief glance back. "Nope. That's just predictable. Now what?"

Sunset thought for a moment. "Toothless blends in well with the shadows. Only problem is we can't."

A slow smile spread across her friend's face. "Not so much of a problem. Toothless, use a burst of speed and stop below the opening, in the shadows."

Toothless obeyed, quickly leaving Astrid behind as he shot forwards. Hiccup and Sunset quickly hopped off and took cover under Toothless' wings, his dark colouring making it very easy to fold into the surrounding shadows. Astrid flew right past them and up through the exit. After a few heartbeats, Hiccup deemed it safe.

"Alright bud, great job."

Toothless unfurled his wings and cooed happily. Sunset patted his head. "I don't think she's going to be happy about that one," she remarked.

"Probably not."

"Should we head out after her?"

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah. I'm satisfied with our escape manoeuver. Our timing is also really good."

"We do have plenty of experience in running away," quipped Sunset, this time taking the front as she climbed onto Toothless. Hiccup settled behind her and they took off through the exit, blinking slightly against the sudden brightness.

They spotted Astrid hovering near Snotlout and they joined them. Snotlout was trying in vain to get Hookfang to flame up, but it was of no use. Hookfang looked completely and utterly spent. Hiccup and Sunset exchanged concerned glances.

"Let's land, guys," said Hiccup. Sunset urged Toothless to land on the shores of the beach and their friends followed after them. When they got closer, they could see the twins and Fishlegs already there, waiting for them. They landed on the sand and the kids dismounted their dragons. The second Snotlout was off, Hookfang collapsed to the ground, breathing heavily.

Snotlout glanced at his dragon and then at the stares his friends directed at him. "What?" he snapped defensively. "He's just being stubborn."

"It's not stubbornness, Snotlout," said Sunset gently.

"Something is wrong with him," agreed Hiccup. "He can't flame up."

"No, he didn't want to flame up," corrected Snotlout. "There's a difference. He's probably bored with this stupid exercise. He could flame up whenever he wants."

"Well, can he do it now, then?" asked Tuffnut.

Snotlout coughed and looked away, trying to ignore the wiggles of uncertainty and concern stirring in his gut. "He doesn't want to do it now."

Hiccup sighed. "We need to check on Hookfang, Snotlout."

"Please," added Sunset softly.

Snotlout glared at the ground, his stubborn wall dissolving. "Fine, whatever," he grunted.

Hiccup left for a quick moment to retrieve the Book of Dragons and when he returned he started flipping through the pages. "Let's see…no fire…he's got a pale colouration…flaking scales…"

Snotlout rubbed his hands together nervously. "So…what does that mean?"

"Well, any one of those symptoms isn't good. But together, it's definitely not good," said Fishlegs. "A Monstrous Nightmare could lose its ability to generate flames."

"How come?" asked Astrid curiously.

"It could be because of exhaustion, old age, injury-"

"And a stubborn rider pushing him too hard," added Astrid.

Snotlout scowled. "Look, I always push him hard. He's just a little low on flames, that's all. What's the cure?"

"With Stoker Class dragons, once they lose their flaming ability, they become defenseless." Fishlegs stared at Snotlout with a serious expression. "Hookfang is in trouble. We need to do something, before it is too late."

Snotlout clenched his fists tightly, unable to find anything to say to that. What _was _there to say, after hearing that there was a very real possibility that his dragon was close to death?

…

Night fell, and Snotlout let Hookfang rest on the main floor of his house. The discoloured dragon was curled up, eyes half-lidded. Snotlout crouched next to him with a bowl of water. "Don't worry, Hookfang. Those guys probably don't know what they're saying anyway."

At least, he hoped so.

A light knock on the door caused him to look over his shoulder. "Who is it?"

"Just me," a soft, sweet voice answered.

"Oh. Come in."

Sunset entered and closed the door quietly behind her. She went over and knelt beside Snotlout. "How's he doing?"

"He's a warrior. He'll be fine," sniffed Snotlout, shifting his eyes to the floor.

She extended a hand and ran it soothingly down Hookfang's snout. The dragon warbled weakly in greeting. "Poor thing," she whispered.

"He's…he's gonna be okay, right?" asked Snotlout gruffly, stomach already twisting at the chance of hearing the dreaded answer.

"We'll do everything we can to make sure of it," promised Sunset, reaching over and settling a hand on his shoulder. "And you're right. Hookfang is a fighter. He's not going to go down so easily."

Worries slightly eased by her words, he nodded. "Yeah. You're right." He scooped up some water and let it trickle into Hookfang's mouth. Warbling softly, Hookfang stuck out his tongue and started lapping at the water on his own.

Sunset smiled. "See?"

Snotlout glanced over at her and felt his cheeks heat up slightly at the sincere smile directed towards him. Before he could say anything, the door slammed open and his father sauntered in.

"Oi, Snotlout. And hello, Sunset," greeted Spitelout.

"Hey," returned Sunset.

Snotlout scrambled to his feet. "Dad! Hey! I didn't think you'd be back so soon."

"Just come looking for my spare bludgeon. You seen one?"

"No, sorry. You can borrow mine if you want."

"Ah, yes. That'll do." Spitelout retrieved the bludgeon and slung it over his shoulder. "A bunch of us are at the port, having a contest to see whose skull is thicker."

Sunset managed to resist the urge to make a face. "Is…uh…is Gobber down there?"

"Yup," answered Spitelout cheerfully.

"Great," she muttered under her breath.

Hookfang gave off a low groan of discomfort as he shifted his position. Spitelout took notice of the dragon and asked, "Dragon troubles?"

"No," said Snotlout quickly. "He's just taking a quick rest."

"You remember what I say about resting?" asked Spitelout.

"It's for the weak," Snotlout and Sunset said in unison. Snotlout rubbed the back of his neck. "Yeah, I know," he said. "It's just a break. Too much annihilation today."

Spitelout shifted his gaze briefly to the redheaded peacemaker of the village and she nodded immediately in agreement. But the worry on their faces was easy to see, and Hookfang looked like he needed more than just a small break.

"You know, son, because we're Viking warriors, our swords sometimes don't cut properly." Spitelout went over to a barrel and removed a sword. "When that happens, we sharpen them. But if they cannot be sharpened any longer, we get a new sword."

Snotlout and Sunset flinched as Spitelout broke the sword to emphasize his point. Throwing the pieces back into the barrel, Spitelout picked up the bludgeon. "Thanks for the bludgeon, boyo. Walk Sunset home. See you later."

The two teens waved weakly as the man departed. Snotlout slouched to the floor. Sunset set her hands on his shoulders. "He means well," she said softly.

"I know," he whispered. He rested a hand against Hookfang's muzzle, making a vow then and there that he would do everything he could in order to save his dragon.

…

The next morning found the group at the academy, Hookfang lying on the floor. Hiccup gently rubbed the dragon's chin. "Snotlout, we'll find a way to cure him. I promise."

"It's not like I'm worried or anything," said Snotlout thickly. But his words could not mask the tears gathering in his eyes.

Tuffnut tilted his head to the side. "Are those tears? Dude, you're crying!"

"Shut up, I'm not!" snapped Snotlout, standing up and rubbing his eyes harshly. "There's just a lot of dust in here."

"It's okay to be upset," said Astrid with a soft smile. "It means you care."

Snotlout sniffed, glaring at the floor. "Maybe I do care, but I'm _not _crying."

"Whatever you say," said Ruffnut with a smirk.

"Guys, I found something!" called Fishlegs, holding out a piece of paper.

Sunset studied it. "Are those Fireworm dragons?"

Fishlegs nodded. "Borc referred to them as Flame Eaters."

Tuffnut rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "That sounds cool. What are the chances we can be Flame Eaters?"

"We could try," agreed Ruffnut.

Sunset shook her head. "Yeah, I wouldn't recommend that."

"Fireworms are also Stoker Class dragons," said Hiccup. "There has to be something in them that can reignite the Monstrous Nightmare!" He straightened with a determined expression. "Astrid, the twins, Sunset and I are going to round up as many Fireworms as we can."

"What do I do?" asked Fishlegs.

"And me?" insisted Snotlout.

"Fishlegs, you keep reading. Snotlout, Hookfang needs you. Stay with him," ordered Hiccup.

Snotlout nodded slowly and went back to his dragon's side as the others took to the sky. They split up and searched the island for the miniature dragons. Hiccup and Sunset moved slowly on the rocky cliffs, eyes peeled.

"There!" cried Sunset, pointing a distance away, where five orange-glowing tiny dragons scuttled about.

"Toothless, round them up!"

Toothless bounded over and circled the Fireworms. Sunset and Hiccup hurried over and blocked any from escaping. Soon they stayed still in between the Night Fury's paws and Sunset grinned. "We got five!"

"Let's keep looking!"

After a few hours of searching, they gathered up enough Fireworms to form a circle of them around Hookfang. They looked on expectantly, but after a bit it became apparent that nothing would happen.

"That didn't work," said Hiccup with a sigh.

Sunset caught sight of Snotlout's devastated expression and hastened to reassure, "_This _didn't work. There's still other things we can try."

"Yeah! How about you give Hookfang this?" called Tuffnut, coming over with a bowl in his hands.

Hiccup eyed it suspiciously. "I shouldn't ask, but I'm going to anyway. What is it?"

"Fireworm milk," declared Tuffnut proudly.

Fishlegs frowned. "Um…yeah…I'm pretty sure you can't milk a Fireworm."

"I'm hoping you didn't try to," added Sunset with bemused expression.

"I could of used you two three hours ago," said Tuffnut, holding up his bandaged hand.

"Moving on," said Hiccup with a roll of his eyes. "How about we put the Fireworms on Hookfang? So that he could absorb the heat."

"Yes! Great idea!" exclaimed Snotlout, shaking Hiccup slightly. "Let's go, people!"

Using iron tongs, they spread the Fireworms onto Hookfang's body. There was a small flame that sprouted on Hookfang's head, but it went out a second later.

"We need more Fireworms!" cried Snotlout hysterically, racing around the academy. He upended barrels and rummaged through bins.

"We got all the Fireworms off of Berk," said Astrid, and immediately felt horrible at the utterly depressed stance Snotlout took after she broke the news.

A clanging sound brought Hiccup's attention to Ruffnut and Tuffnut, who were fighting each other using Fireworms attached to a pair of tongs. Sunset frowned and put her hands on her hips. "Knock it off, guys."

"But I haven't won yet!" protested Ruffnut, dodging her brother and trying to get in a hit.

Hiccup studied the pair with a rather awed expression on his face. Astrid noticed and arched an eyebrow. "This is not the time to watch their antics."

"Actually, it's the perfect time." Hiccup smiled slowly. "They just gave me an idea. Ruff, Tuff!"

"What?" they shouted back, not pausing their fight.

"I'm going to say something I don't say often. You two are geniuses!"

Ruffnut and Tuffnut blinked before grinning. "Of course we are," said Ruffnut with a smirk.

Snotlout scowled as his cousin put a few Fireworms into a lantern and slung the lantern onto an iron pole. "What are you doing?"

"Coming up with a way to save your dragon," replied Hiccup.

Sunset tilted her head to the side and watched as her best friend hovered the lantern close to a few Fireworms before retracting it. Her eyes lit up when she realized what he was up to. "Fireworms get brighter the closer they are to one another!"

Hiccup nodded. "As the twins so wonderfully demonstrated."

Ruffnut and Tuffnut finally stopped their fight and let the Fireworms go. They wandered over to see what exactly it was they had demonstrated. Ruffnut stared with wide eyes. "We did?"

Hiccup smiled. "You did."

"Sweet!" She knocked helmets with her brother.

"The closer we get to more Fireworms, the brighter this lantern will glow," explained Hiccup.

"But I thought there aren't any more Fireworms on this island," said Snotlout in confusion.

"There aren't," said Fishlegs, flipping through the Book of Dragons. "But there are lots on Fireworm Island."

Sunset grinned. "And that's exactly where these cuties are going to take us!"

A determined expression crossing his face, Snotlout went over to Hookfang. "Come on, I know you still have some fight left within you," he encouraged, hoisting up one of Hookfang's wings. "Please get up."

Hookfang slowly got to his claws and let out a decent roar. Snotlout beamed. "That's my guy! Let's go!"

The teens took to the night sky, with Hiccup and Sunset in the lead. Hiccup held out the lantern and Sunset kept a close eye on it while her friend paid attention to the sky. She called out directions whenever the lantern got brighter and Toothless complied.

"Are you getting anything?" asked Astrid.

"Not yet," said Hiccup.

"Hookfang isn't going to be able to go on for much longer," cautioned Fishlegs.

"We don't have much time," said Sunset worriedly.

Fishlegs looked over his shoulder and frowned in concern when Hookfang started to lose altitude. "Hiccup, we have to go back!"

"We can't!" shouted Snotlout.

"Snotlout, it's not safe for you or Hookfang!" said Hiccup firmly, reluctantly agreeing with Fishlegs.

"Come on, Hookfang," said Snotlout desperately, gripping his dragon's horns.

The others flew down to join Snotlout. "We're going back," ordered Astrid. "We'll think of something, Snotlout. I swear."

They changed their course, turning around. Sunset fought back tears of frustration as she watched Hookfang struggle to keep airborne. Her watery eyes fell on the lantern, which suddenly started to glow brightly. "Hiccup!"

"I know!" Hiccup held the iron pole out straight, and when they broke through the dense clouds they came upon an island.

"Fireworm Island!" cheered Sunset.

They followed the lantern to a large cave at the other end of the island. They landed on the rocky ground and Hookfang all but collapsed. Hiccup glanced over his shoulder at his cousin. "Sunset and I will go inside. You stay with Hookfang."

Snotlout shook his head. "This is all my fault. He's like this because of me. So it's my job to save him."

Astrid looked at the two still perched on Toothless. "We'll stay here and watch over Hookfang."

Hiccup opened up the lantern and let the Fireworms free. They immediately ran into the cave and Sunset motioned for Snotlout to climb on behind her. Once Snotlout was on, Hiccup said, "Follow them, bud."

Toothless ran into the cave, following after the glowing dragon through the dark tunnels. Sunset let out a gasp when they ended up in a spacious cavern, where the walls glowed. "What is this?"

"It must be a hive," said Hiccup in awe. "See those Fireworms? They're eating the gel from those Fire Combs. That's why Borc called them Flame Eaters. It must be what gives them their heat."

"No one tell the twins," said Sunset, not feeling as Snotlout let go of her waist and slip off of Toothless. "We're going to have to be careful."

"Don't touch anything," ordered Hiccup.

Sunset glanced behind her and paled when she discovered Snotlout missing. She looked up and found him trying to pry a Fire Comb free from the hive. "Snotlout!"

"Don't do that!" shouted Hiccup.

"But I need it to save Hookfang!" With one last mighty heave he managed to dislodge it. "There! I got it!"

A loud screech echoed throughout the hive, causing them to freeze for a moment. "Ooh, I don't like that," whimpered Sunset.

A giant, glowing dragon crawled through the entrance to the hive, hissing madly and blocking their escape. "That's not a Fireworm!" shrieked Sunset, clinging to Hiccup as Toothless snarled threateningly. "That's not a Fireworm!"

"And let's all welcome the Fireworm Queen," said Hiccup nervously.

"Hi," squeaked Sunset.

"Snotlout," whispered Hiccup as the dragon circled his cousin. "You need to put that back."

"This is the only way to save Hookfang," said Snotlout, gripping the Fire Comb tightly. "It's mine." He watched the dragon's movements carefully, and when she lunged he dodged and took off, sprinting through the cave. The Fireworm Queen was quick to follow in pursuit.

"She's not happy, she is _not _happy!" yelped Sunset as they joined the chase. They managed to go around the dragon and Toothless snagged Snotlout with his claws, tossing the boy behind Sunset. They rushed for the exit, the Fireworm Queen close behind them.

After a few turns, it seemed like they had lost her. "I think we're okay," said Snotlout, squinting into the darkness.

"I sincerely doubt that," replied Hiccup as they neared the exit. Before they could get too close, the Fireworm Queen appeared, blocking it from the outside. "Yeah, thought so."

"That is so cheating," groaned Sunset.

"What are we gonna do?" asked Snotlout frantically.

Their rescue came in the form of Astrid and Stormfly, who shot a fire blast at the dragon to frighten her away. The trio got out of the cave and Hiccup hollered, "You two okay?"

"We'll handle the queen!" she shouted back. "Take care of Hookfang!"

As Stormfly and the Fireworm Queen battled with their flames, Toothless landed beside Hookfang. Snotlout jumped off and dropped in front of his Monstrous Nightmare, rolling the Fire Comb in front of him. "Here you go, Hookfang! If you eat this, you're going to be all better!"

Hookfang sniffed it and growled softly, moving his muzzle closer to the item. Snotlout smiled hopefully. But the smile dropped when Hookfang did not do anything more. "Come on, hurry up and eat it!"

But Hookfang lifted his head, staring at the Fireworm Queen that was now slowly advancing upon them, having startled Stormfly away with a powerful fire blast. His eyes flicked down to the Fire Comb and then back up to the angry dragon. Snotlout did not move from his position-he stayed firmly in front of Hookfang, face hard with determination.

"You're not touching my dragon!" he said hotly. "You're going to have to go through me first!"

Mind made up, Hookfang took the Fire Comb and threw it away. "Stop that!" Snotlout cried in horror. "You're supposed to eat it!"

"He's doing it to protect you," said Sunset, chest tight with emotion. "He's doing exactly what you were so willing to do for him."

The Fireworm Queen picked up the Fire Comb and looked between it and Hookfang. After a moment she let out a roar and a torrent of flames before wrapping her tail around the helpless Monstrous Nightmare's neck and lifting him up.

"_Hookfang!" _screamed Snotlout.

The dragon bit Hookfang in the neck and Snotlout let out a scream of agony, as if he were feeling the pain himself. He charged forwards, only to be swatted aside by her wing.

"Hiccup!" cried Sunset, and her friend snapped out of his horrified stupor and nudged Toothless into action. The Night Fury flew in front of the Fireworm Queen, snarling furiously. The dragon let go of Hookfang and backed up with a low growl.

Snotlout crawled over to his dragon on trembling limbs. "Hookfang," he whispered brokenly, placing his hand on his muzzle.

Sunset buried her face into Hiccup's back and sobbed. Hiccup lowered his head, eyes screwed shut. Astrid covered her mouth, Fishlegs' eyes watered and the twins looked on with uncharacteristically serious, solemn expressions.

"Dad's wrong, Hookfang," said Snotlout suddenly, tears forming in the corner of his eyes. "You are _not _just another sword. You're _my _dragon." His brow furrowed slightly, lifting his hand from his dragon's scales. "He's…he's really warm."

He stumbled back as Hookfang shifted, slowly climbing to his claws. He towered over his human, body soon encased in bright flames. He let out a resounding roar and Snotlout beamed happily. "Hookfang! You're okay!" he cried.

"The flames on his skin are back, so the gel must be regenerating!" realized Fishlegs.

"When she bit him, it must have been the venom that started it up again," mused Hiccup.

"She saved his life," said Sunset with a wide smile.

The Fireworm Queen gave off another roar, which Hookfang returned, before returning to her nest. Astrid brought Stormfly over and smirked knowingly. "Got some more dust in your eye?"

"Yeah, that's it," sniffed Snotlout, scrubbing at his eyes. He wrapped his arms around Hookfang's neck. "Come on, guys. Let's go home."

Sunset smiled fondly as Snotlout climbed onto the back of his dragon. She rested her chin on Hiccup's shoulder. "A boy and his dragon are back and as strong as ever."

Hiccup smiled softly as they all took to the dark night sky. "And that is how it should be."


	6. Astrid's Worst Flightmare

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Astrid's Worst Flightmare**

Hiccup and Sunset stood near the entrance to their dragon academy, watching as Astrid attacked a bunch of barrels with targets painted on them with her axe. She was growling under her breath, face alight with anger.

"Um…Astrid?" ventured Sunset.

"I think you got them all," said Hiccup when the blonde turned to face them, panting heavily.

"Not enough," she hissed and went back to practicing her aim and thrust.

"I don't think anyone is going to snap her out of it," said Fishlegs. "She's pretty upset about the Flightmare."

"Don't know why she bothers," snorted Snotlout. "The Hoffersons are known to completely freeze up in the face of that thing."

"_Shut up!" _shouted Astrid, moving to throw her axe in his direction.

Sunset quickly stepped in front of the boy, hands held out in a pacifying manner. "He didn't mean it!" she said quickly. "Right, Snotlout?"

"Right." He nodded rapidly, suddenly fearing for his life. "Just a joke."

"It's not funny," spit Astrid, eyes burning with fury.

"If you value your limbs, I suggest laying off of her," said Hiccup lowly, shooting his cousin a pointed glare. Snotlout just huffed and rolled his eyes. Shaking his head, the brunette looked at Astrid. "You know, just because Arvin Dale's Fire is coming doesn't necessarily mean that the Flightmare is too."

"Sure it does," replied Fishlegs with a smile. "It's all in the legend."

"Thank you, for that," said Hiccup dryly.

Sunset could not help but grin. "Can't argue with the resident dragon genius."

Fishlegs beamed, his chest puffing out. "Thanks, Sunset. I've got some interesting facts about the Flightmare, if you want to hear them."

"Please don't," grumbled Snotlout.

Fishlegs ignored the Jorgenson boy and flipped open the Book of Dragons. "The Flightmare is so terrifying that is actually freezes their prey once they catch sight of it."

Snotlout smirked, a taunt against Astrid and her family on his tongue. But Sunset shot him a warning look and he pursed his lips shut. The redhead then smiled at him before turning to face Astrid. "Are you really going to take on the Flightmare?"

Astrid nodded determinedly. "I'm going to avenge Uncle Finn, and restore honour to my family name."

"Yeah, good luck with that," a voice spoke. The teens turned to see the twins entering the academy, rolling a wooden cart full of food supplies. Tuffnut pushed the cart across the stone floor, pausing for a moment to look at Astrid in amusement. "Everyone in the village is talking about the Flightmare and how impossible it is to face it head-on."

"Which means you probably don't have much of chance either," added Ruffnut, carrying some fish in her arms.

Astrid scowled at them. "You'll see," she snapped before climbing onto Stormfly and flying out of the academy, clearly in a bad mood.

Hiccup set his hands on his hips. "One of these days, I'm going to teach you guys about tact."

"No thanks," declined Ruffnut. "It sounds boring."

"Now if you'll excuse us, we have some work to do in preparation for Arvin Dale's Fire." Tuffnut and Ruffnut brought their food supplies into the wide, spacious dragon cages, where they disappeared into the darkness.

Sunset glanced at her best friend. "Uh…should we be concerned?"

"About who? The twins or Astrid?"

"Both, I suppose."

"Definitely Astrid. I've never really seen her like this before. As for the twins…" Hiccup scratched his neck. "Uh…we'll just leave them be. Which may or may not be a good idea."

"What are we going to do?"

"We'll leave her be for now," decided Hiccup. "We'll check on her when it starts to get dark."

Sunset crossed her arms, a nervous expression on her pale face. "I have a feeling this isn't going to be a fun night."

…

When the sun started to set and Astrid had yet to make an appearance, the two teens went over to the Hofferson household, Toothless trailing behind them. They found Astrid saddling up Stormfly and when she saw them she frowned.

"Don't even try to talk me out of this," she warned. "I waited a long time and I'm not going to let it pass me by."

"We get that," said Sunset earnestly. "And we're all about new, horrifying dragons."

Astrid sent them a look. "And yet you're still here to try and stop me."

Hiccup and Sunset glanced at each other as Astrid led Stormfly towards the center of the village. "Okay, yes, we are," said Hiccup, going after the blonde. "We need everyone down here, so we can protect the village."

"You won't have to protect it if it doesn't get here in the first place," pointed out Astrid. "Come on, guys. I know you've been dreaming about the Flightmare. This is your territory. A new dragon that very few people have ever seen up close."

"I'm being persuaded," Hiccup hissed into his friend's ear.

"Think of the consequences," returned Sunset.

"Since when has that ever worked on us?"

"…fair point."

"Hey, guys!"

The trio turned to see Fishlegs hurrying over to them, a scroll in his hand. "I got the information you wanted!" he called.

"Not now!" Hiccup said through clenched teeth.

But Fishlegs ploughed on. "I've got the path of the Flightmare here. It seems that it hasn't varied over the generations. It always starts in the Northern Swamp on route to the village. There has to be a reason why. If we figure it out, we might be able to stop it!"

"I don't think Astrid wants to hear about this!" said Sunset quickly.

"Don't be silly. I'd love to." Astrid crossed her arms, eyes intent. "Go ahead, Fishlegs."

"Okay, in order to get close to it, we're going to have to move stealthily, almost like we're invisible. We have to be able to blend in with the dark."

A slow smile curled across Astrid's face. "You mean like a Night Fury?"

Toothless cocked his head to the side, purring softly. Astrid climbed onto his back and grinned at her friends. "When should we leave?"

Sunset cradled her head in her hands. "This is so not going to be my kind of night."

…

Night descended and soon Arvin Dale's Fire was in full force. Sunset sat behind Astrid, who in turn sat behind Hiccup. They flew through the sky, eyes peeled for any sign of the Flightmare. "Let's get some things straight," said Hiccup firmly. "We are going to observe the Flightmare. We will see what we can learn and try to stop it from getting to the village. If we can't, then we are going back to town. Am I clear?"

"Crystal," said Astrid with a roll of her eyes.

They reached the Northern Swamp, which was bathed in the light from Arvin Dale's Fire. It glistened a pretty blue-green, a tranquil colour for a place that currently had loud, shaking roars tearing through it.

"I think we're almost there," said Sunset nervously.

"I can't wait," said Astrid, trembling with excitement and anticipation.

"Good," squeaked Sunset, seeing something in the distance. "Because here it comes!"

"We are observing! I repeat, observing!" shouted Hiccup as a dragon soared into a sky a distance ahead of them. The Flightmare shone with a white spectral glow, illuminating the area around it. Toothless shrunk away from the intense light and dove downwards.

"Well," said Hiccup, heart pounding in his chest. "I guess I can see what the big deal is."

Astrid jumped from Toothless, landing safely on the ground below. "What are you doing?" cried Hiccup.

"I'm defending Berk, and restoring honour to my family name!" shouted Astrid, wielding her axe. "The Hoffersons aren't cowards!"

She raced into the clearing, exposed and vulnerable. Sunset covered her eyes. "Ooh, tell me when it's over!"

"Stay away from Berk!" Astrid screamed. "If you want a fight, here I am! I'm Fearless Astrid Hofferson! Come and get me!"

The Flightmare unleashed a misty blue blast that encased the girl. Despite her best efforts, she could not fight the effects of the strange attack and her body froze up.

"Astrid!" screamed Hiccup.

"What happened?" Sunset uncovered her emerald eyes and stared frantically down at the blonde. "Why isn't she moving?"

"She's frozen, just like her uncle," said Hiccup in fear.

The Flightmare veered around, coming back for a final attack. Toothless swooped down and landed in front of the girl, letting out a roar at the enemy dragon. Sunset took the reins as Hiccup jumped off to collect Astrid. The Flightmare attempted to grab them, but Hiccup tackled the blonde to the ground, avoiding the claws by inches.

"Let's go let's go let's go!" shrieked Sunset. The Flightmare was doing a loop back around.

Hiccup hauled Astrid onto the back of Toothless and Sunset gave their dragon a nudge. They soared into the sky, managing to lose the Flightmare quickly thanks to Toothless' speed and stealth abilities. "We did it," breathed Sunset. "It's gone for now."

She landed Toothless on the ground and Hiccup shook Astrid. "Are you okay?"

Astrid let out a gasp, her bones starting to loosen. "What was that?"

"Some sort of mist," explained Hiccup. "It paralyzed you. It seems that the effects are only temporary."

Astrid's eyes widened in realization. "I knew it! My uncle wasn't afraid of the Flightmare! He didn't freeze up in fear! He was paralyzed!"

Hiccup bit his lip, thinking intently for a moment. "Sun?"

"Yeah?" the redhead asked, glancing over her shoulder at him.

"Go after the Flightmare. We need to stop it from getting to Berk."

"You got it."

Astrid grinned widely as they set off in pursuit. "Oh yeah!"

Sunset kept a certain distance between them and the Flightmare. They reached a sprawling valley, and what they saw made Sunset halt Toothless completely. "No. Way."

"What in Thor's name is that?" breathed Hiccup.

They stared down at the stream below, which was glowing just as brightly as the lights in the sky. "So…anyone know the reason for this?" asked Sunset, guiding Toothless to the edge of the winding stream.

"Glowing algae," said Hiccup in realization. He stepped off Toothless and crouched by the water. He reached down and removed a handful of brightly-lit algae.

"But why is it glowing?" asked Sunset.

"It must be some sort of reaction to Arvin Dale's Fire," said Hiccup slowly, glancing up at the sky. "This has to be what the Flightmare is following."

"It would explain why it always take the same path," mused Sunset.

Astrid set her hands on her hips. "Sorry guys, but I'm not following."

"Think of it as getting between Snotlout and his food," explained Hiccup.

Before the blonde could mull over this comparison, a low growl rumbled through the area. The trio and Toothless ducked behind a boulder, peering around the side. The Flightmare approached the edge of the stream and started to eat.

"Oh, I get it!" said Astrid, eyes wide. "It thinks we're trying to take its food!"

"It sees us as a threat," said Hiccup.

The Flightmare suddenly flew up, hovering across from them and snarling. Sunset paled. "We've been found out!"

They backed up and locked eyes on the threatening dragon. "We need to get Toothless in the air!"

"I don't think that's going to happen any time soon!" said Astrid.

Sunset and Hiccup glanced over their shoulders to see Toothless happily eating the algae. "Fantastic," groaned Sunset.

"Not the time, bud," muttered Hiccup.

After consuming the glowing sea plant, Toothless' body lit up a bright blue. With little choice, the teens climbed onto his back and took off into the air. Astrid looked behind her and winced. "It's right on our tail!"

"Hiccup!" wailed Sunset.

"Get into the clouds!" ordered Hiccup and Toothless obeyed, soaring straight into the cover of the dark grey clouds.

They waited for a few tense seconds. "Think it worked?" whispered Astrid.

The Flightmare appeared in front of them, roaring madly. "It didn't work!" cried Sunset.

The dragon's spectral light intensified, dazing Toothless. They careened towards the ground and the teens flew off on impact. Toothless grunted and shook his head, trying to regain his senses.

Hiccup stared at the oncoming Flightmare. Its mouth was opened for an attack. "Roll, Toothless!"

The Night Fury rolled over, avoiding the mist just in time. He roared and shot a few plasma blasts at the Flightmare in an attempt to scare it off.

"Hold up!" Sunset hurried over to her dragon, Hiccup right behind her. She set a soothing hand on the top of Toothless' head. The plasma blasts stopped and the Flightmare flew closer, roaring furiously.

To distract it, Astrid screamed, _"Hey, ugly!" _and threw her axe at its head. It worked, and the Flightmare went after her. The two teens climbed onto Toothless and swooped towards the girl. Astrid jumped on behind Sunset, barely avoiding a mist attack.

"We need to do something!" said Sunset anxiously.

"In there!" said Astrid, spotting a small opening in the rock wall. Toothless flew inside to hide and the Flightmare went right past them. Slowly, Toothless walked back out, yellow eyes narrowed.

Sunset let out a sigh of relief when the blue glow disappeared. "He's back to normal."

"Okay, Toothless, sky," ordered Hiccup.

They were back in pursuit of the legendary dragon. "Important question," spoke Astrid. "How do we stop it before it reaches Berk?"

Sunset glanced over her shoulder to look at the girl. She suddenly smiled. "How about Fishlegs?"

Astrid frowned, slightly bewildered. "How is Fishlegs supposed to help?"

"Why don't you ask him yourself?"

The blonde snapped her head around, eyes wide with surprise and pleasure at the sight of their husky friend. Fishlegs grinned. "Thought I'd bring along some reinforcements."

Meatlug growled in agreement and Stormfly chirped happily at the sight of her human. Astrid stood up and jumped down to her dragon. "I'm so happy to see you," she said feelingly.

"Fishlegs, what about the academy?" vexed Hiccup. "It's supposed to be on lockdown."

"I couldn't just sit there and do nothing!" defended Fishlegs. "Besides, I think I found a way to keep the Flightmare from reaching town!"

He pointed ahead, where the stream entered a slight bend before straightening back out. Hiccup studied it for a moment before brightening. "We can create a new channel! We'll divert the glowing algae to the sea!"

"Alright, dragons, it's time for some landscaping!" cheered Sunset.

They went down towards the water bend, soon ending up behind the Flightmare. "It's wonderfully terrifying," squeaked Fishlegs, torn between awe and fear.

"That about sums it up," agreed Sunset.

"Astrid, you're up!" called Hiccup.

Astrid's gaze hardened. "With pleasure."

As she and Stormfly distracted the Flightmare, Toothless and Meatlug got to work in creating a new channel. Plasma blasts and lava blasts lit up the scenery, and little by little the water started to flow into the new channel.

The Flightmare soon caught sight of what they were doing and went around Astrid. It landed in front of Fishlegs and shot a mist attack at the boy. Paralyzed, he fell off of his dragon.

"It got Fishlegs!" Astrid hollered.

Hiccup turned Toothless around. While the blonde took care of defending Fishlegs and Meatlug from the Flightmare, Toothless picked up Fishlegs and flew up with him. Meatlug followed after them and the Night Fury dropped the husky boy onto his dragon.

Getting feeling back into his bones, Fishlegs shook himself out. "What the heck was that?"

"It's the Flightmare's attack," explained Sunset. "Paralyzing mist. It's only temporary."

"You okay?" asked Hiccup.

"I'm fine."

"Then let's get back to it."

They only got a short moment to continue their work. Soon Astrid came sprinting out of the forest, the Flightmare right behind her. "Go!" she screamed, launching herself onto Toothless.

The dragons took back to the sky, Stormfly joining them. The Flightmare guarded the stream, snarling. "Okay, we need to get it out of the way," voiced Sunset.

"I have an idea." Astrid jumped back onto her own dragon. "How about we take the algae and give the dragon a taste of its own medicine?"

"Let's do it," agreed Hiccup.

Flying in a line, the dragons flew close to the stream and ate up some of the algae. It did not take long for the dragons to start to glow-Meatlug green, Toothless blue and Stormfly yellow.

"So cool!" exclaimed Fishlegs. "Green is so our colour!"

"Let's show that thing that we aren't cowards!" called Astrid.

They flew behind the Flightmare and when it turned around, the dragons used their bright glow to daze and confuse the other. Snarling, the Flightmare tried to escape, but the dragons continued to cut it off. It soon fell straight to the ground, shrieking.

"Go!" screamed Sunset. "Let's do this!"

Working in unison, the dragons finished carving the channel, sending the glowing water out into the sea. The Flightmare recovered and flew after the shining trail, disappearing off into the distance. The dragon trainers watched it go.

"Well, that wasn't so bad," voiced Sunset with a grin. "I was expecting to come out with a scar or two."

"Would have made it more fun," said Astrid, smiling.

"Let's head back," said Hiccup, filled with relief. "Hopefully, no one will have noticed that we're gone."

When they reached Berk, they could distantly hear the sound of the alarm. Hiccup frowned. "But there's no Flightmare."

"Uh…Hiccup?" spoke Sunset. "We're still glowing."

Hiccup stared down at his blue dragon. "Well. So much for being discreet. Is my dad ready to pound us?"

Sunset squinted ahead. "No. I think he's figured out what's up."

"Eh. That equates to about the same thing."

They landed in front of the two adults and climbed off their dragons. Gobber and Stoick stared, completely gobsmacked. "I think I'm still dreaming," said Gobber. "Someone smack me. I'm seeing glowing dragons."

"You're not dreaming," said Sunset. "It's…uh…it's a long story."

"But the good news is we drove the Flightmare away!" added Hiccup. "Hurray!"

"You did?" asked Stoick in shock. He snapped out of it and clapped his son on the shoulder. "Fantastic job!" He turned to face his village and boomed, _"You can all come out now! The Flightmare won't be returning anymore!"_

The villagers started to trickle from their homes, muttering amongst themselves. When a sizeable crowd had gathered, Hiccup cleared his throat. "There's something I have to tell you. We learned many things about the Flightmare, and I'll tell you all later. Right now, there's something important you need to know. Fearless Finn Hofferson lived up to his name-he was fearless. He didn't freeze up with fear. He was paralyzed by the Flightmare's attack. Just like all the Hoffersons, he was brave."

"I knew you'd make your uncle proud."

Astrid looked to see Gobber standing beside her. She remembered his words, so long ago, that going up against the Flightmare with an axe would do her no good. She would just have to wait to have her chance. And now, ten years later, she finally did.

She beamed at him. "Thanks, Gobber."

"Now we can finally enjoy Arvin Dale's Fire," declared Stoick, and everyone burst into cheers.

The twins flew in on Barf and Belch then, and they caught sight of their friends' dragons. Tuffnut pouted. "Aw. I want my dragon to glow."

"Me too."

Sunset laughed. "The appeal wears off after a bit, trust me. What have you guys been doing?"

The twins hid their smirks, thinking of Snotlout and how he was probably still attempting to get into their emergency bunker (and get some yak butter parfait). "Oh, nothing much," said Ruffnut innocently.

"Yeah," agreed Tuffnut. "It was a totally boring night."

A couple of chickens scurried by and Sunset tilted her head to the side, eyes narrowed in confusion.

"Why do the chickens have coloured spots painted on them?"


	7. Terrible Terror Showdown

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Terrible Terror Showdown**

Perched on the edge of a sea stack, Hiccup, Sunset and Astrid watched Snotlout complete the drill on the backs of their dragons. While Snotlout managed to get the cloth dummy sitting in the wooden boat in the middle of the water, Hookfang promptly took them underneath the gentle waves.

"Well, at least he got the dummy," spoke Sunset.

"Better than his previous attempts in rescue training," agreed Hiccup.

It took a minute for Hookfang to finally return to the others. Despite being soaking wet, Snotlout managed to look smug as he held out the dummy. "I think we can call this a success."

After the words left his mouth the head of the cloth dummy tore at the seams, dropping limply to the ground. Fishlegs smirked. "You want to reconsider that?"

"Oh, shut up," he snapped. "It could have been worse. He could be on fire or something."

Taking his opportunity to annoy his human, Hookfang immediately set the torn dummy on fire before stomping on it. Sunset rubbed the back of her neck. "Um…not quite how it's done."

"Okay, okay," sighed Hiccup. "Let's move on, people. Astrid, you're up. Climb this sea stack with your dragon's help. But you can't be riding her. Pretend that the victim is on a cliff and Stormfly can't fly you close enough."

"Got it." Astrid patted Stormfly's head. "Let's go, girl."

They went to the very bottom of the sea stack. Using Stormfly's spikes, which the Deadly Nadder embedded into the stone, Astrid climbed up. She reached the top in little time and Hiccup smiled. "Nice one, Astrid."

"Big deal," grumbled Snotlout. "Anyone can do that."

"Sure, anyone with a Deadly Nadder," returned Astrid with a smirk.

"Shut up," snapped Snotlout.

"Fishlegs, you wanna show us what you got?" asked Sunset, distracting the two from fighting further.

Fishlegs nodded. "Just watch this. Up, Meatlug!"

The Gronkle flew high into the air. "You are about to witness the stop, drop and hover!" he declared. "Go, Meatlug."

She started to plummet, straight down to where Snotlout was standing. The boy's eyes grew wide and ducked to the ground. "Hold it!" he hollered.

"Annnnnnd hover!"

Meatlug stopped a few inches above where Snotlout was laying. Sunset grinned. "Great job, Fishlegs!"

Snotlout scowled. "What's so great about that? All he did was fall."

"No, I stopped and hovered. This is what falling looks like." Fishlegs clapped his hands and Meatlug dropped the short distance, landing on top of Snotlout.

"Fishlegs," said Sunset in exasperation.

"What? He practically asked for it."

But he shifted his dragon off of Snotlout and the raven-haired boy sat up, brushing himself off. "That was uncalled for."

Shaking his head, Hiccup looked over his shoulder at his best friend. "Should we even bother with the twins?"

"Probably not," she said, casting a quick glance over to the pair of blondes. They didn't look particularly engaged in what they were doing (but that wasn't much of surprise).

"Then that means we're up. Let's go, bud!"

Toothless flew into the sky, immediately making a path for the wooden targets already set up a distance away. Focussing, Hiccup waited until they were close enough before shouting, "Barrel roll with multiple shots!"

Sunset held on to his waist tightly as Toothless rolled in the air, firing off plasma blasts with each roll. She grinned as the targets got scorched by the blue blasts. "Woo-hoo!"

Job done, they headed back to their friends. Sunset slid off the saddle and rubbed Toothless' muzzle. "Awesome job, bud."

"Yeah," agreed Hiccup, stroking the Night Fury's side. "Good flying."

Toothless cooed happily. Astrid exchanged glances with Fishlegs. "Whoa," was all she could say.

"Tell me about it." Fishlegs was impressed. "They took them down in seconds flat."

"That's the power of the Night Fury," said Sunset with a laugh.

"How is that a rescue skill?" asked Snotlout, arms crossed tightly over his chest.

"Ever hear of cover fire?" Fishlegs shook his head. "You know, probably one of the most important aspects of a rescue mission?"

"So where does your stop, fall and fall come in?" he shot back nastily.

"Snotlout," cut in Sunset, shooting the jealous boy a sharp look. "Come on, that's enough."

"It's okay, Sun. He's just upset that he came in last place in this competition. Not that it's a surprise."

Hiccup frowned. "Whoa, this is a training exercise. Not a competition," he said.

"Of course it's a competition," spoke Ruffnut with an arched eyebrow.

"Yeah," agreed Tuffnut. "I mean, everything is a competition, isn't it? It's like the point of life."

Astrid eyed the two in bemusement. "He's got a point. Though I'm surprised he's the one who said it."

"Come on, guys, that's ridiculous." Sunset crossed her arms over her chest. "We're a team. We work together, not work to outdo one another."

"Exactly." Hiccup nodded. "We're all important here. No one is better than the rest or is more important."

Their friends immediately burst into laughter. "Yeah, right," snorted Snotlout. "You can't believe that."

"Sure we do," said Hiccup, surprised. "Don't tell me you all believe what Snotlout believes."

"Well, we understand why you don't." Fishlegs grinned. "You two own a Night Fury. You outrank all of us."

"Then why doesn't anyone listen to us?" Sunset muttered under her breath.

"That's the question of my life," returned Hiccup.

"Hey, if we want to decide who the best dragon trainer is, why don't we have the ultimate competition?" Snotlout suggested, a smirk on his face. "You know, on a fair level. Where no one will have the advantage."

"That's not a bad idea." Fishlegs nodded. "A fair contest to see who has the skills and who _doesn't,_" he said, looking straight at Snotlout.

The boy glowered back. "You sure you want to get into this?"

"Of course."

"Then prepare to be utterly humiliated."

"Oh, it is you who will be humiliated." Fishlegs climbed onto Meatlug. "I think I know exactly what kind of contest we should have. Meet me at the academy in an hour. We'll settle this once and for all!"

He took off into the air and Hiccup looked at Sunset. "We're not going to have much of a say in this, are we?"

"Nope," she confirmed. "We're outvoted. As usual."

…

An hour later the group gathered at the academy. Fishlegs was already there, and once they all arrived he pried off the lid of the crate he had with them. Six Terrible Terrors poked their heads out, squeaking curiously.

"What are these guys for?" asked Snotlout.

"Our level playing field," Fishlegs declared. "We're all going to have a day to train a Terrible Terror. After that day, we'll see who's done the best job."

Snotlout let out a derisive snort. "Seriously? You know you don't stand a chance, right?"

"If you're so confident you're going to win, then I have a wager for you."

"Please no," begged Sunset.

"The loser has to clean the winner's stall for a month," continued Fishlegs, a challenging grin on his face. "What do you say?"

"You're on," snapped Snotlout.

"We're in!" the twins cheered.

"You're going to regret making this wager," said Astrid with an anticipatory smile.

"Do we really have to do this?" asked Hiccup in dismay.

Ignoring the brunette, the others chose their Terrors. Snotlout got a dark purple on, Astrid got a green-blur one and Fishlegs got a red one. In true twin fashion, Ruffnut and Tuffnut each got a yellow Terror. Hiccup and Sunset watched them leave the academy.

"This is not a competition!" hollered Hiccup, picking up a dark green Terror.

Sunset shot him a look as she scooped up the final Terror, which was light pink. "You realize this whole thing just screams competition, right?"

Hiccup heaved a sigh. "Maybe if I keep saying it it'll come true."

Sunset scratched her small dragon on the head, a slight frown on her lips. "This is not going end well."

"It hardly ever does."

…

Sitting outside of Gobber's home, Sunset watched her Terrible Terror scurry about in the long grass, chirping in contentment. "Rose," she called, and grinned when the Terror perked up and hurried over to her. "Good girl," she cooed, rubbing her stomach.

It had taken the better part of the evening to teach Rose the basics. But after learning her name, it became easy to summon her at will. After that, she took Rose around the town of Berk, pointing out important buildings and distinctive landmarks. It took multiple laps (and her legs were sore by the end of it) but Rose seemed to be getting the hang of recognizing the unique parts of her surroundings.

…it had been a _really _long day.

"Okay girl, go get me one of Gobber's socks," she instructed. "You remember what a sock is, right?"

Rose chirped and flew into the air, straight through Sunset's bedroom window, which she had left open. The redhead crossed her fingers. This was the fifth time she gave the order, and Rose always came back with everything but a sock. Differentiating objects was something they still had to work on.

She was hoping to train her Terrible Terror into being a scout, or even a sort of scavenger. After getting exposed to her environment more, Rose should soon be able to accomplish picking up small objects and bringing it back to the person who requested it. Sunset's end goal was making Rose into a scout, able to find people and deliver information to them, or lead someone else to said person.

…_geez. I can't make anything easy, can I? _she thought in amusement.

"_Hey! You little pest! Get out of my sock drawer!"_

Sunset grinned. _Yes! She got it!_

Rose soon came flying back out, a worn-out sock clenched between her teeth. Sunset extended her arms and cradled the Terror close, taking the sock. "That's a good girl!" she praised. "You did it! You got the sock from Gobber!"

Rose chirped happily, nuzzling against Sunset's chin.

"Oi!"

Sunset looked up to see Gobber glaring at her from her bedroom window. "What?"

"I said I didn't want that little beast in this house!" the blacksmith snapped. "Now it's stealing my socks!"

"_She _got away from me for a minute," said Sunset dismissively. "Maybe she wouldn't steal your things if you weren't so mean and let her inside."

"If I let you bring her inside, then who knows how many creatures you'll parade in here?"

Sunset huffed. "For the last time, I am not keeping Rose. She's a friend who I'm bonding with for a short period of time."

"That's what you said when Stoick found you playing with the animals in the barn when you were four. Next thing we know we got a resident animal whisperer on our hands."

"Oh, go back and polish your hook. She won't go back inside, swear."

Gobber pointed at her with his good hand. "I'm holding you to that."

Sunset crossed her eyes when her caretaker turned his back to her. "He's insufferable sometimes," she informed.

Rose nodded, as if in agreement. She then stiffened and squinted into the darkness, growling softly. Sunset followed her sharp gaze and found two familiar figures traversing across the grass. "Yo!" she called, getting to her brown boot-covered feet. "Hiccup!"

The brunette turned and spotted his best friend coming towards him. "Hey, Sun. What are you doing out here?"

"Gobber is being stubborn. He won't let Rose inside. So we're camping out."

The light pink Terrible Terror climbed from Sunset's arms and sat atop her helmet. Toothless stood up to sniff at her before licking Sunset's face. The redhead laughed. "Rose, let's see if you remember. Which one is Toothless?"

Rose flew off of her head and landed on Toothless. "Good job! So that means Hiccup is…?"

The Terror landed on Hiccup's shoulder for a brief moment before returning to her perch on Sunset. "Not bad," said Hiccup. "Is that her trick?"

"No, not quite." Sunset reached up to stroke Rose's head. "I'm training her to be a scout and scavenger. You know, to be able to quickly identify things, places and people based off of a description and bring small items or information to and/or from the place described."

Hiccup gaped. "You did all that in a day?"

"Well, sort of. Since I don't have a long time, I showed her around Berk almost all evening. I tested out the description part on items. I described a sock and Gobber, and it took a while but eventually she brought me one of his socks. I think she's getting the hang of what I'm teaching her."

Hiccup shook his head. "You know, if the others were looking for a fair advantage, they should have disqualified you for being Berk's Animal Whisperer."

"Shut up," she laughed. "What are you doing, anyway?"

"I'm going to visit Fishlegs. I want to see if I can nip this thing in the bud before it gets out of hand."

"Well, this should be interesting."

Sticking her hands into the pockets of her black fur vest, she followed after her friend to the Ingerman household. When they got close, they heard their friend shout, _"I will crush Snotlout in this competition!"_

Sunset glanced at her friend. "Um…I don't think he'll be easily persuaded."

"Well, I'm not one to not try." Hiccup eased open the front door and stepped inside. He found Fishlegs at his desk, reading a piece of parchment. His red Terrible Terror sat on the table and Meatlug was curled up by the fire, a sad expression on her face. A sheep stood beside her, baaing softly.

"Fishlegs, this isn't a competition," Hiccup spoke, walking up to his friend. "I know how Snotlout can be. For some reason, I'm related to him. This exercise is to help us test out our skills in dragon training to the fullest level. I just want to make sure you don't lose sight of that."

"Trust me, Hiccup. Deathwing and I don't plan on losing anything," said Fishlegs passionately.

"He doesn't look like a Deathwing," said Sunset.

"Well, I was also thinking about Iggy."

"I'd go with that one." She then shrunk back from the look Hiccup sent her. "I'll…I'll just be over in the corner with Rose," she muttered, slinking away.

Rolling his eyes, Hiccup looked over at the Gronkle. "Is something wrong with Meatlug?"

"No, of course not," said Fishlegs, slightly distracted as he stroked Iggy.

Toothless waddled over and nudged his friend. Meatlug gave a sad warble and didn't move. Hiccup swung his arms, but Fishlegs made no effort to make further conversation. "Nice talking with you," he said and shuffled to the door. "Alright guys, let's go."

Sunset followed after her friend. "It was a good try."

"He didn't hear a word I said, did he?"

"No," she admitted. "He's completely caught up in this. Like how you were at the last Thawfest."

"Thank you, for the comparison."

…

The day was soon up and the riders gathered at the academy. Fishlegs had his eyes on Iggy, not noticing Meatlug's depressed mood as she curled up in the corner. "Alright, Iggy. You got this."

"No, we got this." Snotlout stepped forwards with his Terrible Terror. "But if you want to go first, go ahead."

"No, you can go first," snapped Fishlegs. "But it really won't matter anyway. You'll still end up in last place."

"What the heck got into him?" asked Astrid in bafflement.

"I don't know, but I don't like it." Sunset said, letting Rose run up and down her arm. "There's too much negative energy."

"You and your positive and negative energy," scoffed Tuffnut.

"I'll go first," cut in Hiccup, stepping between Fishlegs and Snotlout, who were now nose-to-nose. "I don't care if I win or lose, since this is not what this exercise is about."

"Hear hear!" called Sunset.

"Alright, Toothless, are you ready?"

The Night Fury nodded, his wings extended. On his left wing were three ducks carved out of stone. Hiccup took a breath. "Go!"

Toothless launched the ducks in the air. "Sharpshot, fire!" commanded Hiccup.

Sharpshot flew into the air and fired three rapid shots which struck the targets. Cooing proudly, he landed on Hiccup's arm. Astrid stepped forwards with a smirk. "Pretty good. Now it's my turn." She threw her arms out. "Tell me what you think."

A moment passed with nothing happening. Snotlout glanced around in confusion. "Think about what?"

"My dragon's stealth skills."

"Stealth skills?" asked Snotlout dubiously. "Yeah right."

"I'd take another look," spoke Sunset, pointing at his head.

Snotlout glanced up and spotted Astrid's Terrible Terror sitting on his helmet. Ruffnut and Tuffnut shook their heads. "That's alright, but nothing as cool as what Butt and Head can do," said Tuffnut.

"Show 'em," instructed Ruffnut.

The two yellow Terrors backed away from each other before flying up and charging forwards, colliding in a massive head-butt.

"Aptly named," said Sunset with a smile.

"Okay guys, be ready to see the smartest dragon in the Archipelago," declared Fishlegs. He stood next to a row of barrels, each holding a different item. Using flashcards, Fishlegs showed an item to his Terrible Terror. Inspecting the image, Iggy flew towards the matching item.

"Good boy," cooed Fishlegs, scratching his head. Meatlug warbled sadly, curling up and staring at the floor.

"My turn." Snotlout stepped forwards and set his Terror on the ground. Immediately, the purple dragon latched on his leg. "Ta-da!"

Fishlegs arched an eyebrow. "That's it?"

"Hey, I dare you to get him off." Snotlout extended the leg his Terror had an iron grip on. "It took Gobber forever to get him off yesterday."

"That's stupid!" snapped Fishlegs. "I totally won this one!"

"No, I did!" snapped Snotlout.

"You're all crazy," interjected Astrid. "My Terror's stealth skills are incredible."

"Uh, guys, Sunset hasn't-" started Hiccup.

The redhead quickly clapped a hand over his mouth. "No, no, I am not getting involved." She held Rose behind her back. "I'm doing this for fun, not to prove a point."

"But if you show your trick, they'll all shut up because none of us have anything on you when it comes to training creatures," pleaded Hiccup.

"That's not true," dismissed Sunset. "Weren't you the one saying no one is better than the other?"

Hiccup set his hands on his hips. "You need to stop remembering everything I say and then throw it back at me."

"Hey, I'm just-"

"_Grrrawwwwlll!"_

Fishlegs immediately stopped arguing with the others about who won the dragon training contest. His eyes widened when he discovered his Gronkle was no longer in the academy. "Meatlug!" he exclaimed, racing off to find his dragon. Toothless was quick to follow, along with the rest of the riders.

They hurried out of the academy and outside, where they found Alvin, Savage and Mildew dragging a captured Meatlug away. Toothless fired some plasma blasts, but the trio jumped down one of the Whispering Death holes. Alvin used some rocks to block the opening and it was sealed shut by the time Hiccup, Fishlegs, Sunset and Toothless reached it.

"They took Meatlug!" screamed Fishlegs, distraught.

When the others arrived, the dragons joined together and started firing at the rocks. But their combined power did not dislodge the rocks. "Alright guys, that's enough," called Hiccup and they stopped.

"What are we going to do?" stressed Fishlegs, on the verge of tears. "These tunnels go all over the island!"

"No, not all over the island," said Tuffnut. "About six yak farms, a couple of sheep pens."

"Mildew's cabbage field and Gobber's outhouse," finished Ruffnut. "We spent enough time exploring down there to figure out how many entrances there are."

"Are those all the tunnels?" asked Sunset, having a nagging feeling in the pit of her stomach.

Tuffnut furrowed his brow. "Uh…hold on…wait, no, there's one on the secluded beach."

Hiccup clapped his friend on the shoulder. "Good call, Sun. Let's go, people!"

Mounting their dragons, they took off into the air, the Terrible Terrors following after them. "This is all my fault!" Fishlegs wailed, sitting behind Hiccup on Toothless. Sunset was at the reins, scanning the water below intently for any sign of an Outcast ship.

"It is not," soothed Astrid.

"Sure it is," said Tuffnut.

The blonde glared. "Shut up."

"No, he's right. I ignored her, my best friend and most important thing in my life, because I was so caught up in trying to beat Snotlout."

"That's what happens when you try to beat the unbeatable," said Snotlout smugly.

"There it is!" shouted Sunset, pointing ahead. "Outcasts dead ahead!"

"I got it! Hookfang, fire!"

Hookfang flew down and fired a stream of flames. The deck caught on fire, but only for a brief moment. Alvin was quick with a bucket of water.

"Alright, men!" he bellowed. "Let's see how many dragons we can catch!"

A few Outcasts raised their crossbows and fired. The dragons avoided the weapons and Barf and Belch blasted the side of Alvin's ship. Stormfly fired some spikes and Avlin growled in irritation. He looked up and noticed the Night Fury getting to fire. He held his sword against the Gronkle's neck.

"I wouldn't if I were you!" he hollered.

"Stop!" Fishlegs cried.

"Cancel the blast, bud," ordered Sunset. "Hiccup?"

"Fall back!" he instructed.

The dragons heeded the order and retreated. Fishlegs looked behind him and saw Meatlug watching them, fear bright in her eyes. "We have to get her!" he pleaded.

"We will," promised Sunset.

"Everything is in place," agreed Hiccup.

On the ship, Alvin squinted at the sky, waiting for the riders to return with a new strategy. Sneaky, Astrid's Terror, suddenly appeared on his head, panting happily.

Eyes wide, Mildew opened his mouth to shout but was knocked out by Savage. Taking out his sword, the Outcast second-in-command whispered, "Don't move, sir." He reared back and clobbered Alvin's head, Sneaky making a quick dodge to avoid being struck.

Savage looked around wildly, but could not find the Terrible Terror. Growling, Alvin stood up, glowering at him. Savage held his hands out. "Hold on, sir, just let me explain. There was a tiny dragon on your-"

Alvin yanked out his sword and lifted it in the air. Before he could bring it down, Iggy flew in and snagged it, flying off with it in his claws. Sharpshot and Rose flew in next, with Sharpshot firing at the ropes and Rose scratching at the face of Savage, distracting him. Mildew darted forward to grab at the rope and was ambushed by Butt and Head. Alvin grabbed another rope and looped it around Meatlug's tail.

"You're not going anywhere!"

"He's got her!" cried Fishlegs, watching everything from the sky with the others.

"Not for long." Snotlout stood up in his saddle and removed Pain from where he was attacked to his ear. He launched it downwards, and his Terror sliced through the rope with his strong teeth. Meatlug flew free with a happy roar.

"I'm so sorry!" Fishlegs apologized when she flew up to him. "Can you forgive me?"

Meatlug licked his face. "I love you too," he said, climbing onto his dragon.

"One more thing to do," muttered Hiccup. "Sun?"

"Got it." She flew Toothless down and they levelled out just above the water. They shot straight for the ship, rapidly closing the distance between them. "Okay…now! Barrel roll with multiple blasts!"

Toothless rolled over, firing three plasma shots simutaneaously. The ship quickly went up in flames and the crew jumped ship with screams of panic. Grinning, the dragon riders flew back to Berk, landing on the sandy shores.

"That was eventful," said Hiccup, climbing off of Toothless. "Just think, we rescued Meatlug together."

"And you thought our competition was stupid," scoffed Tuffnut.

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "For the last time, it wasn't a competition." A smirk then grew across his face. "But if it was, Sun would have won, hands down."

"Hiccup," she hissed.

"Oh yeah!" exclaimed Astrid. "She never got the chance to show off her training. Sorry, Sun."

"We got too caught up," said Fishlegs sheepishly.

"Sunset? Want to show them what you accomplished in a day?" invited Hiccup.

Sunset shook her head. "Alright, fine. Rose!"

Her Terrible Terror flew straight over and landed on her arm. "This is a helmet," explained Sunset, rapping her knuckles on her own headgear. "Understand?"

Listening intently, Rose nodded.

"Good girl. Now, I want you to go bring me Stoick the Vast's helmet." She ignored the gaping looks from her friends. "Stoick has lots of bushy red hair and is tall. He's really big, too, and strong. Bring me his helmet."

Chirping, Rose took off into the air. Astrid stared at Hiccup in disbelief. "No visual reference of Stoick?"

"Nope."

"She did not train that thing to bring her stuff based only off what she says," said Snotlout, flabbergasted. "Not after a day."

But when Rose returned a few minutes later, she was carrying a very familiar helmet. Sunset reached up and took the light pink Terrible Terror into her arms. "Awesome job!" she praised, stroking her back.

"Rose listened," said Snotlout in stunned disbelief, "to every word."

"She must have eliminated every Viking she saw that didn't match the description," added Astrid, eyes wide. "Which was why she was so quick in coming back."

"That's either a genius dragon or Sunset is just that good," muttered Tuffnut.

They looked at the redhead, who only grinned and shrugged. Rose perched on her shoulder, Stoick's helmet resting proudly on her back.

"…she wins," conceded Fishlegs.

"Definitely," his friends agreed.

After all, there was simply no way of beating Sunset Hockerson, Berk's resident animal whisperer, when it came to creatures.


	8. Mystery of the Disappearing Islands
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**Mystery of the Disappearing Islands**

"Alright guys," Hiccup hollered to Astrid, who was hovering nearby on her dragon. He waved his small, yellow paint-filled sack in the air. "We tag Deadly Nadders with yellow paint." He demonstrated by firing two sacks at the pair of coloured Nadders sitting on a small stone island. "So we know that they come from this island. Got it?"

"Let me check." Smiling smugly, Astrid went after another pair of Deadly Nadders. With sharp accuracy she nailed them both in the necks with her own paint sacks. "That good?"

Sunset grinned. "Yeah, I think that'll do."

"Well, we can't let her have all the fun." Hiccup scanned the island and found a lone Nadder flying across the water. "There, Toothless!"

The Night Fury took off in pursuit of the wild dragon. Hiccup went around the Nadder and stopped in front of it, causing the Nadder to shriek in surprise and stop in its tracks. Hiccup quickly turned his shield into a crossbow/slingshot, firing his paint sack at it. Shrieking indigently, the Deadly Nadder flew off, its chest covered in yellow paint.

Satisfied, Hiccup folded the metal sides back into shield formation. "And you thought all the time I spent working on this thing was stupid."

"Alright, it's cool," admitted Sunset, moving back a bit so her friend could sling his creation over his back. "I'm sorry for doubting you."

"All I ask is for a little recognition." He glanced up at Astrid, who flew above them. "We're going to go check on the twins. They should be tagging the dragons at Crescent Island."

"Don't expect to find much," quipped Astrid as they flew off. "They are the twins, after all."

When they arrived on Crescent Island, it did not take long to find the twins. They were currently engaged in a paint war, firing the sacks back and forth. Sunset sighed as she dismounted Toothless. "Why do we keep leaving them alone?"

"Because we never learn," muttered Hiccup. Dropping to the ground, he called, "Guys! You're supposed to be using the paint on the dragons, not each other."

The twins stopped fighting, each covered in purple paint. Tuffnut wiped his hand across his face. "But why do we have to do this?" he complained.

"It's a way of keeping track of where the dragons belong and figuring out where they might migrate," explained Sunset patiently. "I know it's a lot of work, but we have to try to do as many as we can."

"Hey, aren't we supposed to be doing only one colour per island?" called Astrid, landing on a rock beside the group. She pointed ahead at a pair of Gronkles. "Or am I not seeing things right?"

"No, you are." Hiccup furrowed his brow. One Gronkle was tagged purple while the other was tagged green. "Did we get the colours mixed up?"

"Well, it's not us," said Ruffnut. "You see any green here?" She indicated her paint-streaked face.

"Good point," said Sunset. "Guess we better ask Fishlegs."

"You're not flying all the way back to Berk, are you?" asked Astrid with an arched eyebrow.

"Nope." Hiccup smiled and removed a piece of parchment and charcoal from his satchel. "I have a better idea."

"Do you know what he's talking about?" whispered Ruffnut.

"No. But then again, I never do," replied Tuffnut.

"It's a new system we've been working on." Sunset leaned against Toothless as her best friend scribbled out a message. "We decided to call it Air Mail."

"Uh…why?" asked Tuffnut in confusion.

"Rose," called Sunset.

The light pink Terrible Terror scurried out from the pouch she had been resting in. Hiccup attached the note to her leg and lifted her up. Astrid crossed her arms, a dubious expression on her face. "You don't expect her to fly to Berk, do you? I know Sun's been training her and all, but…"

"Oh, the additional training is just a bonus," said Sunset with a smile. "Terrors are really territorial. It's just instinct for them to return home from wherever they've been released."

Rose took off into the air. Astrid watched her go, still not convinced. "How are we supposed to know if she delivered the message?"

"When Snotlout and Fishlegs meet us at Dragon Island," said Hiccup, climbing onto Toothless.

Sunset moved behind him and looked up at Astrid with a smile. "Trust us. The system works."

"Yeah." Astrid rolled her eyes. "I'm pretty sure you've said that about many things."

"You mess up a few times and no one ever forgets it," sighed Sunset.

"Come on, how can you doubt any creature of Sunset's?" added Hiccup.

They all flew into the sky. It took a bit to reach Dragon Island, but when they did it was to see Fishlegs and Snotlout already waiting for them. Hiccup sent a stunned Astrid a smug smile. "What'd I tell you?"

"We're allowed to have some successes now and then, aren't we?" added Sunset with a laugh.

Dismounting, the group then made their way over to Snotlout and Fishlegs. The husky boy was beside himself with excitement as he held Sharpshot. "I knew Air Mail would work!" he said happily. "So what's up?"

"We saw some dragons tagged with green paint on Crescent Island," explained Sunset.

Snotlout opened his eyes and turned his head. He was slouched against a rock, trying to get some rest. "Wait, you think _that _deserves to be called an emergency?"

"It's certainly troublesome," replied Hiccup. "Any ideas, Fishlegs?"

"Not really." Fishlegs walked over to a stone slab, which held a detailed map. "See, Crescent Island is labelled purple."

"As we thought." Astrid frowned. "So where's the green coming from?"

"Well…I don't know, but green is supposed to be for Tall Tree Island." Fishlegs pointed it out on the map. "See?"

"So it's not us," Sunset said, brow furrowed. "Which means that the dragons must be moving."

"And we're going to find that reason out," said Hiccup determinedly. "Saddle up, guys. We're going to Tall Tree Island."

Snotlout groaned. "Does that mean no more sleep?"

Astrid rolled her eyes. "You know, if a day comes where you actually take initiative, I'm going to faint from shock."

Fishlegs summoned Meatlug, and the group once more took to the skies. Snotlout waved cheerfully after them, and he soon became nothing more than a spot in the distance. Fishlegs had the map, leading the way to the islands that had already been done.

"Uh…are we there yet?" asked Astrid after a moment.

"We should almost be there." Fishlegs looked at his map. "In fact, it _should _be here."

Sunset stared ahead, seeing nothing but an expanse of water. "Er…am I missing something?"

"I think we all are," said Hiccup from his place behind her. "Even if it is up ahead, we should still be able to see it."

"An island doesn't just disappear," voiced Astrid. "So what happened?"

"Natural disaster, maybe?" suggested Fishlegs.

Before they could deliberate, they had to quickly swerve to avoid being rammed into by a trio of Monstrous Nightmares. Sunset stared at the paint marks on their backs. "And that's orange."

"Which island, Fishlegs?" questioned Astrid.

"Sunstone," he replied. "It's got beautiful beaches and lots of minerals for Meatlug."

"Guess that's our heading," said Hiccup.

Following the map, they soon came across Sunstone Island. But instead of a sprawling landscape, it was nothing more than a lone tree on a grassy chunk of land. "I guess Sunstone Island has gone downhill," joked Sunset.

"Okay…" said Fishlegs slowly. "We have a missing island and an island that's been sunk."

"Where the dragons going?" wondered Sunset. "I mean, dragons live in different places for different reasons. If the islands are disappearing, what's happening to them?"

"We need to figure out what's going," said Hiccup. "Let's head back to Dragon Island."

"Assuming that it's still there, anyway," voiced Astrid, and the group turned around. When they reached Dragon Island yet again, it was see clusters of dragons flying above. The group landed on the ground and Astrid looked up. "I see a red one," she called.

"That's three islands," said Hiccup in bewilderment. He took the map from Fishlegs and studied it. "The islands are disappearing in a line," he realized, using his piece of charcoal to connect them.

"And there's more islands in that chain," Sunset said nervously.

"We're heading out to these islands," said Hiccup, folding up the map and sticking it in his satchel. "Let's see if we can catch whatever's happening."

"I'm coming with you guys," voiced Astrid, hurrying over to Stormfly. "You might need help."

"We probably will," agreed Hiccup, swinging himself onto Toothless. "Fishlegs, stay here and look after these dragons."

"Got it." Fishlegs nodded.

Sighing, Sunset shuffled over and sat behind her best friend. "Up, down, up, down," she muttered as they took off once again. "I know we spend more time in the sky then on the ground, but this is ridiculous."

As the next island in the line was Boarhead Island, the group decided to go there first. But when they arrived, it was to see that it was already gone. "Well, this sucks," said Sunset. "Now what?"

"We keep going straight," said Hiccup, eyes locked straight ahead. "We ought to find something sooner or later."

The sky grew dark grey by the time they reached Thor Rock. There was not much left, the majority of the island sunk in the water. Astrid stared down at it, a nervous feeling twisting in the bottom of her stomach. "That's it for Thor Rock. What the heck is going on?"

"Get a little closer, Toothless," urged Hiccup.

Toothless warbled and flew downwards. They immediately noticed a massive hole in the middle of the small stone landmass. Sunset pointed at it. "That does not fill me with ease."

"They definitely look familiar," agreed Hiccup. "But…they're bigger."

A giant roar suddenly sounded, and the rock stacks in front of them started to crumble as the island rumbled. Astrid's eyes grew wide. "Oh…no. That's-"

The ground in front of them exploded and the massive, white, red-eyed dragon rose up, snarling ferociously. "It's the Screaming Death!" shrieked Sunset, clinging to Hiccup. "We are not in a good position here!"

"Okay, this explains a lot," said Hiccup, eyeing the towering dragon nervously.

The dragon screamed, causing Toothless and Stormfly to thrash in confusion. The Screaming Death went back underground, leaving the teens to frantically keep an eye out for it. "The Screaming Death is tunnelling through the islands and causing them to collapse in on themselves!" called Hiccup.

"But why?" cried Astrid.

"Why don't we ask it?" suggested Sunset with a hint of sarcasm.

"Not helping," snapped Hiccup. "We'll have to get a closer look."

Sunset groaned. "I hate it when you say that."

They flew over a tall rock, which was shattered by the Screaming Death only seconds after they cleared over it. Toothless quickly turned around, snarling as the white beast got dangerously close. "Hang on, bud," cautioned Hiccup. "Maybe it just wants to be friends."

"I don't think that's the case," squeaked Sunset. "And I'm the optimistic one."

"Uh…yeah, you're probably right. Let's go, Toothless!"

They flew off just as the Screaming Death fired. They cleared the blast and sailed through the air, the dragon in hot pursuit. Sunset looked over her shoulder. "It's gaining!"

Hiccup manoeuvered Toothless around sea stacks, but it didn't do much good. The Screaming Death just ploughed through any obstacle in its way. Using her paint sacks, Astrid fired them at the dragon, managing to obstruct its vision.

"Bullseye!" she cheered.

The dragon roared furiously, the sound causing Toothless and Stormfly to thrash again. "It's okay," soothed Astrid. "Just hang in there."

Together, the dragons fired their blasts at the Screaming Death, getting a direct hit. Sunset let out a sigh of relief as the massive dragon flew off, snarling madly.

"Yeah…okay. I'd love to see how exactly we're going to fix _this _problem."

…

They returned to Dragon Island to see even more dragons hovering above the rocky landmass. Fishlegs hurried up to them once they landed. "What's going on? They keep coming!"

"The Screaming Death is taking out the islands," informed Sunset.

Fishlegs gasped in horror.

"Yeah, that was pretty much our reaction," said Sunset feelingly. "Especially when we realized that it got even bigger."

"So, needless to say, we have a problem." Hiccup brought out the map and unfurled it. "The Screaming Death is travelling down an imaginary line. It's eating all the islands that stand in its way."

Fishlegs eyes grew wide. "Dragon Island is going to be hit soon, isn't it?"

"Yeah, but there's more bad news." Sunset pointed at the last island in the chain. "Berk is kind of in the line of fire."

"Fantastic," grumbled Astrid, crossing her arms. "So what do we do?"

"We can't warn my dad." Hiccup rolled up the map and stuck it in his satchel. "There's no land between Dragon Island and Berk. We need to head it off here."

Sunset pulled at her red hair nervously. "And how exactly are we going to do that?"

"Rose!" Hiccup called.

The Terrible Terror flew out of Toothless' saddle bag once more and went over to him, chirping curiously. "We're going to send a message to the others," said Hiccup.

"Hiccup, I love the twins and Snotlout, but they're…" Sunset hesitated, unsure of how to phrase what she was thinking.

"They're idiots and could either actually help us or completely hinder us," finished Astrid bluntly.

"We need them. The Screaming Death is not going to give up easily." Hiccup finished writing his message and gave it to Rose. "Sun?"

"Rose, bring that to the twins. They're blonde, pretty much identical, probably fighting and most likely together. They're also skinny and about this tall." She indicated the height by holding her hand a few inches above her own head. "Got it?"

Rose nodded and flew off. Hiccup sighed. "Here's hoping they get here in time."

The atmosphere was tense as they waited. Hiccup took out his spyglass and scanned the sky, keeping watch for the Screaming Death. After a half hour, dragons tagged with yellow paint joined the flock circling above Dragon Island.

"Okay, if I'm remembering the map right, the Screaming Death is only an island away," said Sunset anxiously.

"And surprise, surprise, the twins and Snotlout are a no-show," drawled Astrid.

Hiccup sighed, running a hand through his auburn hair. "Okay. I guess it's just us. We'll have to set up a defense here."

"Why can't we defend from Berk?" asked Fishlegs.

Sunset gestured above. "I know Stoick is all about the dragons now, but he's not going to happy when these guys swarm Berk. If Dragon Island goes, they're going to look for the nearest landmass to call home."

"Fine. How much time do we have?" asked Astrid.

A roar echoed through the blue sky, catching their attention. Sunset winced. "Uh, very little time."

Hiccup quickly picked up his multi-purpose shield. "Sun, come on. We're going out there to buy some time."

"We're coming too," said Astrid quickly.

Hiccup shook his head. "I need you two here in case the others show up. If something happens to us, you guys have to stop the Screaming Death."

"If something happens to you guys, the rest of us stand no chance," squeaked Fishlegs.

"It'll be fine," soothed Sunset, though her nerves were jumping. She hurried over to Toothless and took the reins.

Hiccup climbed behind her. "Be ready, guys. Let's go, Sun."

Sunset gave Toothless a nudge and they took off into the sky. "You know, I really have reservations about _searching _for the Screaming Death," she voiced.

"We don't have much choice," replied Hiccup. "We need to stop that thing, no matter what it takes."

"That doesn't mean we have to kill it, right?" pleaded Sunset.

"We will if we have to," said Hiccup grimly.

The redhead's shoulders slumped. "Sometimes I don't like this job."

"_Rrrrrooooowwwwrrrrr!"_

"Annnnnd this is one of those moments!" Sunset cried as she spotted the Screaming Death flying towards them. "Toothless, plasma blast!"

The Night Fury made a direct hit, catching the white dragon's attention. "Time to see if it'll follow the shield," said Hiccup. Sunset flew Toothless towards the Screaming Death, allowing Hiccup to use the sun's reflection off of the metal to shine in the dragon's eye. Snarling, the Screaming Death fired and Sunset pulled Toothless up.

"That was close," she breathed.

"But it worked," said Hiccup, looking over his shoulder. "It's following us."

The Screaming Death followed after them for a short distance before turning around and heading straight for the island. Sunset groaned. "Well, that didn't work."

She turned Toothless around and they quickly caught up to the beast. Hiccup tried to attract its attention with his shield again, but it wasn't working. Sunset looked up to see the spiny white tail slamming down towards them. She swerved sharply to avoid being struck and they levelled out below the beast.

"Nice move," praised Hiccup. "Okay, so it's no longer distracted by shiny things. And it seems to have gotten smarter."

"Well, that's not exactly good news for us."

"Let's just assault the thing with plasma blasts," decided Hiccup.

Sunset rolled her eyes. "The good old fallback. You heard him, bud."

Toothless circled the white dragon, firing rapid blue blasts at its face. The Screaming Death snarled and charged at them. Before it got too close an orange fire blast struck it in the side, causing it to turn around. Astrid flew up on Stormfly. "We've had just about enough of you!" she snapped.

"It's time to run you out of here!"

Surprised, Sunset and Hiccup looked over their shoulders to see Fishlegs and Meatlug flying straight towards the Screaming Death. "What are you doing?" cried Sunset. "This is not safe business!"

"Don't worry! I have backup!"

All the Gronkles that been run off their respective islands joined up with Meatlug. Eyes narrowed, Fishlegs hollered, "Lava spew!"

Meatlug fired at the Screaming Death, her fellow Gronkles copying her move. The Screaming Death was soon overwhelmed with lava blasts. Sunset pumped her fist in the air. "Gronkle power!" she cheered.

"It's all about territory!" exclaimed Hiccup. "Gronkles will defend their home at any cost! You go, Fishlegs!"

"Thank you, thank you!" Fishlegs said with a bow.

Fed up, the Screaming Death burrowed into the dirt of Dragon Island. "That's not good," said Hiccup. "You guys round up more wild dragons. We'll bring it back to the surface."

"I hate going down these things," muttered Sunset as Toothless dove down the hole. They flew down the long tunnel and ended up in an underground water cavern. The Screaming Death spotted them and tried to ambush them with rapid fire blasts.

"Let's get out of here!" shrieked Sunset.

Using his sonic blast, Toothless went back through the tunnels, heading for the exit. But once they reached the spot, they discovered that the hole was blocked with rocks. Toothless quickly changed direction and raced through a tunnel located above them. They burst back into the bright sunshine, where they found the twins and Snotlout.

"It's about time!" exclaimed Sunset.

"Sorry. Took a while to get the message," said Tuffnut.

The Screaming Death burst back to the surface, roaring furiously. "Geez, did this thing get bigger?" asked Snotlout.

"It sure did!" said Tuffnut cheerfully.

In unison, the twins and Snotlout fired at the white dragon. Astrid flew in with a herd of wild dragons, face hard with determination. "You've overstayed your welcome!" she cried. "Spine shot, Stormfly!"

A volley of spikes struck the Screaming Death's back. Following the move, the rest of the Deadly Nadders attacked, launching their own spikes and launching fire blasts.

"Let's go Gronkles!" whooped Fishlegs, and the Boulder-class dragons made their own assault.

"Yeeeeaaaahhhh!" Sunset threw her arms in the air. "We're doing it!"

"All the wild dragons are defending their home!" exclaimed Hiccup.

The assault became too much, and the Screaming Death retreated. Astrid flew beside Hiccup and Sunset. "I think we made our point," she said with a grin.

The island started to shake, slowly descending into the water. Sunset gasped in horror. "We didn't save it in time!"

Fishlegs thought frantically, watching as the water started to engulf the island. An idea soon struck him and he grinned. "Gronkles! Fire lava blasts at the holes!"

His friends watched in surprise as he directed the Gronkles to the holes the Screaming Death had made. Using their lava blasts, the wild dragons plugged up the holes, preventing the island from sinking further.

"Nice work!" exclaimed Astrid, flying over and high-fiving her friend.

"Ladies and gentlemen, the man of the day, Fishlegs!" declared Sunset, throwing her arms out towards the husky boy. "We would have been completely done for without you."

"Seriously," agreed Hiccup. "Thanks a lot."

Fishlegs beamed. "It was nothing."

"Can we head home now?" asked Snotlout.

"Sure. We've done what we needed to do," said Hiccup.

They flew for home, momentarily satisfied with their victory. But they all knew that the Screaming Death was still out there. And someday, it would make its way to Berk.

And there was nothing to prove that they would be able to stop it again.


	9. Trapped
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**Trapped**

"I don't like this," muttered Sunset, arms crossed tightly over her chest. She eyed the several dragon traps laid out in front of them, where Gobber was about to demonstrate how to set them off safely.

"Least we're not using them anymore," pointed out Hiccup. "We're disarming them."

"True."

"Alright you lot, pay attention," called Gobber. When the eyes of the teens focussed on him, he promptly stepped onto the trigger of the steel dragon foothold trap. The jaws snapped up and clamped together, getting a solid hold on Gobber's hook in the process. _"Aagghh!"_

"What?!" shrieked Sunset.

"Nothing," laughed Gobber, easily prying the jaws off of his prosthetic hand. "Just playing around."

She scowled. "Not funny."

"All joking aside, these dragon traps are really not something to mess around with," said Gobber, setting his hands on his hips. "These were built to contain even the toughest of dragons."

"I dunno, that jagged one looks like it could be some fun," voiced Tuffnut.

"You can mutilate yourself on your own time," returned Gobber. "Now, can anyone tell me what this trap is called?"

"Inhumane?" muttered Sunset.

"Ruffnut Destroyer," added Tuffnut. Scowling, his sister flicked his ear and he winced. "Ouch."

"It's a snapper," answered Fishlegs.

Hiccup shook his head. "Guys, you need to pay attention. This is important."

"If you say so," said Tuffnut with a sigh.

Fishlegs cleared his throat. "Other trappers are ropers, grabbers, and netters."

Gobber nodded, impressed. "Very good, Fishlegs. But knowing the names is one thing. Knowing how to unset them is another."

"Easy," said Fishlegs confidently. "Astrid, would you be willing to help me?"

"Of course I would."

The two went up to the roper. "First, you have to set your leg against the activation line."

"Then you take the latchkey, which removes tension from the trigger, and then you cut the rope," finished Astrid.

"Glad to see there are some who are paying attention." Gobber strode over to the netter. "How about this one?"

Hiccup stepped forwards, but Snotlout stuck out an arm to cut him off. "I got this," he declared, and went over to the trap.

Astrid moved beside Hiccup and Sunset. "Think he knows what he's doing?"

"No," the two replied in unison.

Astrid smirked. "Yeah, I didn't think so either."

"Okay, so you attach the rope thing, pull the pointy piece back, and-"

The trap activated, ensnaring the boy in the net. Hookfang tilted his head to the side and watched as his human thrashed about. Snorting, he walked off. Snotlout scowled. "Thank you," he called sarcastically. "Anyone gonna help me out?"

"If we have too," sighed Astrid.

"I'll give you a boost," Hiccup told Sunset. The redhead nodded and climbed onto Hiccup's shoulders. He hoisted her up and she latched onto the rope that held the net above the ground. "Okay, so you engage the safety pin and dislodge the trigger strut." When she stared blankly at him, he shook his head and pointed out the mechanisms.

Following his directions, Sunset unset the trap, sending Snotlout dropping to the stone floor. "Thanks," he muttered. "I guess."

"Ruffnut, Tuffnut!" Gobber called. "Show me how to unset this snapper."

The two looked up from their intense staring contest. "Uh…which one is that again?" Tuffnut asked.

"The big metal jagged thing," said Gobber impatiently.

"Okay. Sure."

The twins walked into the middle of the snapper, blank expressions on their faces. "What, do we just hit this thing-?"

His foot fell onto the trigger and the trap snapped shut. The two ducked just in time and Ruffnut scowled. "Thanks a lot, dork."

"Your ugliness distracted me," defended Tuffnut.

"Alright, enough of that. You all have your assignments." Gobber gestured towards the map pinned to the board at the front of the academy, marked with red spots to show where the traps were located. "There are dozens of these leftover on Berk. So go clear them before a wild dragon wanders into one and gets hurt. Dismissed!"

As the others started to mount their dragons, Hiccup went over to the twins. "Hey. I think it might be best if you guys stay here, where you can't get into trouble."

"That's just wishful thinking," said Sunset in slight amusement, lingering behind her best friend.

"She's right," agreed Tuffnut. "Doesn't matter where we are, we can always get into trouble."

"Look," sighed Hiccup, rubbing the back of his neck. "I don't think I can trust you guys out there, not with this. It's serious and dangerous."

"Ouch," muttered Tuffnut, the hurt showing on his face.

"Thanks," said Ruffnut with a frown. "That's not harsh or anything."

Hiccup winced when Sunset kicked him reprovingly in the back of his good leg. "No, I didn't mean it like that. It's just-"

"No, we know what you meant!" snapped Tuffnut. "You think we're useless!"

The two mounted Barf and Belch and Ruffnut glanced down. "We'll do the job, Hiccup. It's not like we never pay attention."

"Uh…is it cool if I come with you?" asked Sunset.

Tuffnut squinted at her. "Do you think we're useless?"

"No," she answered honestly.

"Then climb on. But no Hiccups allowed."

The brunette groaned in agitation as his best friend climbed on behind Ruffnut. "Guys-!"

But he didn't get to say anything, for the Zippleback flew from the academy. Toothless cooed softly, coming up and nudging his boy in the back. Hiccup stroked his head. "Well, I did not handle that well. Sunset's not pleased with me…but at least she's out there keeping an eye on them."

And that definitely soothed his worries.

…

"Right there," called Sunset, pointing to a spot below them. Barf and Belch landed in a clear section of the forest and the trio dismounted. "The trap should be around here."

"I can't believe Hiccup thinks we're useless," grumbled Tuffnut, kicking at the ground.

"He doesn't think you're useless!" assured Sunset. "He's just…worried that you might not know what to do."

_Not that I know exactly what I'm doing…but it shouldn't be too hard._

"Oh, we know what to do!" declared Ruffnut. "And we'll show him!"

They looked around their surroundings and Tuffnut furrowed his brow. "What are we doing?"

"Looking for traps," explained Sunset patiently. "They're hidden, so it might take some looking."

"Got it."

The three spread out, searching the area. Tuffnut stumbled across a net stretched out on the ground. "Think I found one!" he called, starting to walk towards the middle of the net.

Sunset looked over her shoulder and her eyes widened. "Wait! Tuff!" She raced towards him. "You're not supposed to-!"

She tripped on a rock and crashed into Tuffnut. They fell in a heap in the middle of the trap and the trigger set off, the net closing in around the teens and bringing them up in the air. Tuffnut and Sunset were back-to-back, pressed against the sides of the netting.

"Oh…fantastic," groaned Sunset.

Ruffnut walked up to them with a grin. "Yeah, that's a trap alright."

"Little help?" requested Tuffnut, gripping the ropes.

"Sure. What do I do?"

"You have to get up here and…and…" Sunset thought hard for a moment before her face fell. "Oh, I don't know. I'm horrible when it comes to stuff like this. There was something about a pin, maybe? A trigger?"

"But you unset the trap during Gobber's lesson," said Tuffnut.

"Yeah, but I just did what Hiccup told me to do." She rested her forehead against the netting. "And he thought you guys should have paid more attention. He's never gonna let me live this one down."

"Welcome to Club Useless," said Tuffnut cheerfully.

"I'm gonna go find Hiccup, then," said Ruffnut. She walked a few steps and paused. "Wait. The two of us are needed in order to fly Barf and Belch. How am I supposed to do that when you're up there?"

"We can try hand signals," suggested Tuffnut.

"I don't think that's going to work," said Sunset quickly. "You're just going to have to find Hiccup on foot."

"Oh, alright. I'll be back." She turned to her dragon. "Barf, Belch, watch over them."

The two watched as Ruffnut started off through the trees. The Zippleback moved closer to the trapped duo and eyed them curiously. "It's not as fun as it looks," informed Sunset.

Tuffnut snorted. "I beg to differ."

Yawning, Belch settled down on the ground and closed his eyes. Barf inched closer and growled softly. Tuffnut reached out and patted his muzzle. "You know, we never get to talk much, do we," he mused. "I mean, just because I ride the other head doesn't mean we can't have a conversation. Talk about our feelings, or other junk."

But Barf joined his other half on the ground for a rest, and Tuffnut pouted. Sunset giggled. "How'd the conversation go?"

"He needs to work on his social skills," grumbled Tuffnut. He then brightened. "Wait a minute, I'm a professional dragon trainer! Barf, Belch! Get us out of here!"

"No, wait!" protested Sunset.

But the Zippleback stood up and started butting at the net with their heads, sending the duo flying around. _"Tuffnuuuuuuuuuut!" _shrieked Sunset, gripping the ropes for dear life as they swung in a high arc.

"Stop! Stop!" yelped Tuffnut. Barf and Belch complied and they eventually stopped swinging.

Sunset groaned. "That did not agree well with my stomach."

They hung in silence for a while, which was soon broken by Tuffnut's frustrated growl. "Come on, how did Hiccup unset this thing?" he cried, smacking at his head. "I am not useless! I can do this!"

"Hey, hey, it's okay!" said Sunset, managing to twist around and put a hand on her friend's shoulder. "Trust me, I'm as lost as you are."

"But you're super smart at a bunch of other things," said Tuffnut. "You can read and write and you know lots about animals. I know nothing."

"Sure you do. You know lots about destruction."

Tuffnut blinked. "Destruction?"

"You and Ruffnut are great at finding ways to create destruction," said Sunset. "You're really creative too, and I bet you know more than you think you do. You don't have to be as smart as anyone else. Just be you. That's plenty useful."

The blonde processed this for a moment before smiling sincerely. "Thanks. You're really great, you know that?"

"Not really," laughed Sunset. "And Hiccup really didn't mean what he said."

"I know. But I don't think he was too far off."

"We'll get out of here…eventually." Sunset looked up at the clasp above them and sighed. "Maybe I should start paying more attention when Hiccup and Gobber are speaking blacksmith and inventor language."

"That sounds boring."

"It kinda is."

A great, thunderous crash caused the two to whip their heads around. Sunset's eyes widened in horror at the trees that fell to the ground, being knocked over by some unseen force. "Ooooh, I don't know what that is."

A second later a humongous Typhoomerang appeared in view and it caught sight of them immediately. Sunset gaped as Tuffnut screamed in fright. "Big dragon! It's a big dragon!"

The Typhoomerang roared and started thumping towards them. _"Heeeelp!" _shouted Tuffnut, thrashing in the net. _"Heeeelp!"_

"Tuffnut!" yelped Sunset as she was jerked around by Tuffnut's panicked movements. "Hold up! That dragon looks familiar!"

But the boy did not hear her over his frantic screaming. Barf and Belch, seeing the threatening dragon coming closer to their human, flew up into the sky hovered protectively in front of the net. Before they could attack, the Typhoomerang head-butted them. The Zippleback hit the net with their wing before slamming into the ground.

"I don't like this!" cried Sunset as they swung violently in a circle.

"This is not as fun as I thought it'd be!" hollered Tuffnut. "Barf, Belch! You can take him!"

Snarling, the dragon recovered and started forwards. One of their claws tripped a wire and a pair of bolas flew out, trapping their heads and legs together.

"Oh, not good!" whispered Sunset, eyeing the approaching Typhoomerang uncertainly. There was something about it that she couldn't quite put her finger on, but it was if she knew it from somewhere.

In a last attempt to startle the towering dragon off, Barf spewed gas and Belch ignited it. A small explosion occurred, and a small ember floated in the air and landed on the ground a distance away. Not aware of the potential danger they were in, the two were focussed on the dragon now looming over them.

"Uh…hi," greeted Sunset when the dragon stared at them.

"There's something you should know. I never lose a staring contest," said Tuffnut seriously. He locked eyes with the dragon and the Typhoomerang stared back. After a few seconds the dragon blinked and Tuffnut cheered. "Whoo! I win!"

The Typhoomerang rumbled and sniffed at them. Tuffnut tilted his head to the side. "Do I know you from somewhere?"

It was then the lightbulb clicked in Sunset's mind. "Torch!" she exclaimed gleefully. "It's Torch! Remember, the little guy from a while ago?"

"Oh, yeah," said Tuffnut. "So…he grew up to be this?"

"Looks like it." Sunset beamed. "It's nice to see you again."

Torch rumbled in agreement. He leaned forwards and Sunset patted him on the muzzle. Barf and Belch growled softly and the Typhoomerang turned in their direction, snarling. "It's cool!" assured Tuffnut. "That's my awesome dragon, who I have to share with my not so awesome sister."

"I wonder what happened to her," said Sunset in concern. "I hope she's okay."

"She's fine," said Tuffnut, not worried in the slightest. "Probably goofing off or something. Or maybe she was attacked by a herd of wild boars!"

"Yeah, that would make her not fine."

"Well, it would be cool." He looked up at Torch. "It would be cool, wouldn't it?"

Torch let out a roar at that. Blinking, Tuffnut said, "Roar?"

"_Roaaaaar!"_

"Roaaar!" Tuffnut hollered.

Sunset watched them exchange roars in amusement. "Having fun?"

"Yes," said Tuffnut cheerfully. "Now what should we do?"

"Why don't you teach him some tricks?" suggested Sunset.

"Oh, no, I couldn't do that. That's your thing."

Sunset laughed. "It's like you said before, you're a professional dragon trainer. Besides, I think Torch really likes you. Try."

"Uh…okay."

To his surprise, it did not take very long to teach Torch to raise his wings on command. It took less time to show Torch how to spin. Immensely pleased with himself, he exclaimed, "Hey! I did it!"

Sunset clapped her hands. "Yay! I knew you could do it." She then looked down with a slight sigh. "I can't feel my legs."

"Me neither."

A rustling came from the bushes and Ruffnut soon emerged, walking backwards. She passed Barf and Belch and then spun on her heel. Her eyes widened upon spotting the Typhoomerang. "Guys, there's-"

"We know," interrupted Sunset. "It's Torch. Remember?"

It took a minute, but eventually she recalled who the redhead was talking about. "Oh, the little guy. Wow. He sure hit a growth spurt."

"Where's Hiccup?" Sunset asked curiously.

The reason for why she returned came back to her and Ruffnut said, "Oh, there's an out-of-control forest fire heading this way."

"What?!" Sunset craned her neck, trying to look over her shoulder. Her emerald eyes widened at the thick black smoke curling into the sky and orange flames travelling towards them. "Okay, this has escalated very quickly!"

"Ruffnut, get us out of here!" cried Tuffnut.

As Ruffnut started her way over to the pair, she caught something coming towards them out of the corner of her eye. She turned her head and gaped at the sight of Hiccup careening in on Toothless. She jumped back as the pair crashed into the clearing, Hiccup flipping off the saddle and landing on the ground. Toothless' prosthetic tailfin burned from being hit by an airborne ember.

"Hiccup!" Sunset exclaimed.

Hiccup got to his feet and eyed the Typhoomerang nervously. "Okay, everyone hold still, this is very bad."

"Hiccup, its Torch!"

Blinking, the brunette squinted at the dragon before his eyes widened in realization. "Hey…you're right!"

He extended his hand, and Torch leaned down so that he could connect his muzzle with Hiccup's palm. Hiccup gently rubbed his muzzle before stepping back. "Okay, at least it's not a hostile dragon."

Torch's tail swiped out and hit Toothless. Snarling, the Night Fury bounded forwards and growled threateningly. Hiccup groaned and hastily got between the two. "This is not the time, guys! We have a fire closing in on us, and Tuffnut and…and Sunset are caught in a trap."

"I'll explain everything later," she muttered in response at the confused look he shot her.

"Ruffnut, get them down," ordered Hiccup.

"Yeah, well, that's the problem," muttered Ruffnut. "We don't know how."

"Don't look at me!" squeaked Sunset when her best friend frowned at her.

"Never mind," he sighed and rushed over to Barf and Belch. He freed the Zippleback and instructed, "Give me a lift."

Standing on one of their heads, he was lifted up to the rope holding up the net. Sunset winced as he stepped on her helmet for a better stance. "Hurry up," she choked as the smoke started to fill up the clearing.

"I'm trying!" he cried. "But it's stuck tight!"

"So it wouldn't have mattered if we knew what to do anyway," muttered Sunset.

"Not the time!" snapped Hiccup. He dropped to the ground and frantically thought about the situation. "We need to get out of here. This fire is heading straight for Berk and we need to stop it. Torch, can you help us out?"

Torch lowered down to the ground and extended his wings. Hiccup, Ruffnut, Toothless and Barf and Belch climbed on. The Typhoomerang took to the air and snagged the rope with his claws. Sunset and Tuffnut shrieked as they were lifted high into the air.

"This is not safe!" Sunset cried.

Hiccup scanned the area below intently. "We need to cut that fire off. Torch, set us down on that path."

"My back hair is gonna get burnt off!" protested Tuffnut as they were brought a little too close to the fire.

"That's the least of our problems!" snapped Sunset.

"We're heading in for a landing!" called Hiccup, and before the two knew what was happening Torch let them go and they were dangling once more from a tree.

"This is getting old," sighed Sunset.

Torch landed on the ground and everyone filed off. Hiccup stared at the massive fire in dismay. "We can't do anything now!"

"Sure we can! Torch, spin!" ordered Tuffnut.

Torch stared to spin and Hiccup waved his arms. "No, no, don't spin! Tuff, we don't need _more _fire!"

"But that's how we're going to stop it," said Tuffnut. "Fight fire with fire!"

"That's how we do it, anyway," added Ruffnut.

Hiccup's eyes widened. "Fight fire with fire…" He scanned the trees that had yet to be set ablaze. "If we clear out these trees, there will be nothing left for the fire burn!"

"Go Ruff and Tuff!" cheered Sunset.

"Okay, when I give the signal, tell Barf and Belch to start blasting," ordered Hiccup. "Toothless and I will be right behind you." He waited a few tense seconds before shouting, "Go!"

"Go Barf and Belch!" cried Ruffnut and Tuffnut. Their Zippleback immediately created a line of fire and Toothless and Torch started igniting the remaining trees.

"Okay good!" called Hiccup. "Now we gotta keep it moving that way! Wind, Toothless!"

Toothless hovered in the air, using his wings to blow up gusts of wind. Barf and Belch and Torch joined him, and when the fire was concentrated in one spot, Tuffnut hollered, "Torch, spin!"

Torch flew above the raging fire and started to spin, creating a fiery vortex. He shot his wings out and the fire evaporated into the air, leaving behind a blackened and burnt landscape.

"Woo-hoo!" Sunset whooped. "That's how to do it!"

"Good job, Torch! You too, Toothless," praised Hiccup.

Tuffnut pouted. "Sure, everyone gets credit but me."

Cooing, Torch nuzzled against Tuffnut and Sunset giggled. "Thank you, Tuffnut."

"No problem," said Tuffnut with a broad grin.

"So, Torch, how about giving us a lift home?" Hiccup smiled. "There are a few people who I think would like to see you again."

…

"What's taking them so long?" fretted Fishlegs.

Astrid scowled. "I knew I should have gone with him."

Snotlout, who was searching the sky, gaped at the monstrous figure approaching their village. "Uh…guys?"

Stunned, the three teens raced into the plaza to get a better look. They could clearly see their friends riding the Typhoomerang, and when it got closer it dropped the trapped Sunset and Tuffnut down, the rope snagging on roof decoration above the door of the Great Hall.

"It's a Typhoomerang!" exclaimed Fishlegs.

"Not just any Typhoomerang," said Hiccup as he dismounted. "Take another look."

Fishlegs did not need to, for there was only one Typhoomerang they knew. "Torch?"

"Whoa," breathed Astrid.

Snotlout winced. "I hope he left his family at home."

"We found him in the woods," said Tuffnut. "And guess what? I trained him."

"He totally did," confirmed Sunset.

"Are you sure?" asked Snotlout dubiously. "I mean, it's _Tuffnut._"

"I'll prove it. Torch, wings!"

Torch extended his wings sharply, one of them knocking into Snotlout and sending him flying. He landed in a wooden wagon and sailed down the wooden stairs, yelping in dismay. Torch growled in amusement and looked up when he heard the sounds of his family calling to him.

Tuffnut laughed when the dragon nuzzled against him. "Quit it! What are you doing?"

"He's saying goodbye," said Sunset with a soft smile. "He has to go back to his family."

"Oh," said Tuffnut sadly. He stroked Torch's muzzle. "Thanks, Torch. You're pretty much one of the few who listen to me."

Torch pulled back and stood up. Smiling, Tuffnut shouted, "Roar!"

Torch roared back before taking off into the dusk sky. After watching him depart for a moment, Sunset said, "Okay, we've been in here for a good couple of hours, and we cannot feel quite a few body parts."

"And I've got a major wedgie," added Tuffnut. "Can you guys let us out now?"

"Alright," agreed Hiccup, starting forwards. But a meaty hand landed on his shoulder and pulled him back.

"I don't think so," said Gobber, looking up at the two. "You got yourself in there, you need to get yourself out."

"You're kidding, right?" asked Tuffnut nervously.

Sunset hung her head. "He's not kidding," she moaned.

"Are we just gonna leave them there?" asked Hiccup, torn between amusement and sympathy.

"Yes. Maybe it'll teach them to listen when I'm trying to show you lot something important," replied Gobber, shooting a pointed look at the trapped duo. "Keep moving, you lot. Nothing to see here."

"Good luck!" called Astrid as and the others departed.

"Don't forget the trigger strut," hissed Hiccup before Gobber shooed him away.

Tuffnut groaned. "Now what?"

"We don't forget the trigger strut," replied Sunset dryly.

…

An hour later, the two were still at it, working on the stuck safety pin. A few Vikings had gathered to watch the pair in amusement, and standing nearby were Stoick and Gobber. The chief shook his head as Tuffnut struggled with the safety pin, kneeling on the back of Sunset, who did not look comfortable. But with their tight, small space, they didn't have much room to work-and it also didn't help they were dangling quite a few feet in the air from the top of the Great Hall.

"Are you really going to leave them out there?" Stoick asked.

Gobber smirked. "It's good entertainment, isn't it?"

"Besides that."

"It'll teach them both a needed lesson." Gobber crossed his arms, looking on as the pair switched positions, with Sunset wiggling herself onto Tuffnut's back so that she could reach the clasp that held them trapped. "When it comes to something this important, they need to listen instead of tuning out the things they don't want to hear."

Stoick shook his head. "Here's hoping this isn't a situation they find themselves in again."

"_I got it!"_

Sunset's joyful declaration sounded across the village as she finally got the safety pin engaged. "Thor almighty, it's about time!" Tuffnut exclaimed. "Don't forget the trigger strut!"

"Got it!"

Stoick's eyes widened. "They're not going to-!"

The clasp opened and the net fell open, sending the two teens careening for the ground. They landed with a solid _thud,_ and before the two adults could get too concerned the kids let out groans of pain.

"Tuff, we were in the air."

"Yeah…I forgot."

"Me too." Sunset closed her eyes, wincing as her muscles throbbed. "Ugh…I can't feel my legs."

"I've been through worse," rasped Tuffnut, stumbling to his feet. He arched his back and stretched. "Ouch."

Sunset lay sprawled on the stone in front of the Great Hall. She stared at the darkening sky, felt the pain in her bones and the numbness in her legs, and decided,

"You know what? Not the worst day ever."
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**A Skrill To See: Part One**

"I've got a question for you," said Sunset, sitting behind her best friend as they flew through the dark grey skies. They were pretty far north, so the wind was cold and there was a mist surrounding them. "How the heck did Bucket and Mulch get this far?"

Hiccup shrugged, keeping his eyes ahead. "I don't know. What I do know is that they're two days late. So that means there's a good chance something is wrong."

"And when Stoick thinks something is wrong, we're the ones that get sent to check it out," chimed in Astrid. "When did _that _happen?"

"When we got our dragons," quipped Sunset.

Hearing something off in the distance, Hiccup squinted. He could see a large iceberg with a few boats near the base. One of the boats clearly belonged to Berk. "Well, my dad was right. There's Bucket and Mulch, and they look like they're in trouble."

They didn't recognize the second boat until they got closer. "It's the Berserkers, and they've got the crossbows out!" cried Sunset. "Astrid, I think you get the first shot!"

"My pleasure!" Astrid urged Stormfly downwards and they swooped rapidly towards the enemy boat. "Now!"

Stormfly fired a line of spikes, sending the crossbow-wielding Berserkers into the water. Hiccup grinned. "Great job! Snotlout, you're up next."

With a whoop, Snotlout guided Hookfang into a dive. The Monstrous Nightmare raced between the boats, eliminating the gangplank with a fire blast. "Toothless, plasma blast!" Hiccup ordered.

The Night Fury shot a blue blast into the water between the boats. A great splash rose up, the waves causing the boats to separate, putting distance between their fellow Berkians and the Berserkers. Panicked, the Berserkers retreated.

"Well, that went smoothly," remarked Sunset as Toothless landed on Berk's ship. The two climbed off and approached the two Vikings. "You guys okay?"

"We're fine," assured Mulch. "Thanks to you lot."

"What happened?" asked Hiccup.

"Well, we noticed the Berserkers and thought they had struck the iceberg. We went over to help, and they attacked us."

Hiccup stared. "You willingly went towards Berserkers, who follow the insane Dagur, to help them."

Snotlout snorted, hovering above the boat on Hookfang. "Please. That's pretty much the sort of thing Sunset would do."

"Yeah," agreed Astrid. "You can't really be surprised."

"Well, I'd expect Sunset to do it, but no one else, really."

Sunset narrowed her eyes. "I'm not sure how to take that."

"Well, it's not so much that we showed up is why they attacked us. It's because we saw what they were doing."

The redheaded teen crossed her arms, expression wary. "I don't want to know."

Hiccup sighed. "We have to know. What were they doing?"

Mulch led them around the iceberg, where a section of the ice was clear-so clear, in fact, they could see what was living inside. A large black dragon, completely frozen. At the base of where the dragon was trapped, there were axes, left by Berserkers.

Sunset gaped. "Well. Can't say I was expecting that."

Hiccup moved forwards and flattened his palm over the ice. "Whoa."

Astrid and Snotlout landed their dragons and moved closer to inspect the dragon. "What do the Berserkers want with this guy?" Astrid asked.

"I don't know. But if they want him, it can't be good. So we're going to beat them to it."

Sunset held up her hands. "Bad idea alert. We cannot dig this thing out!"

"I wasn't quite thinking of it like that," said Hiccup with a slight smile. "We'll get the dragons to carve the section the dragon is trapped in out of the iceberg. Then we'll fly him back to Berk."

"Hurray," grumbled Snotlout. "More work."

It took over an hour, but soon they got the dragon out of the iceberg, sealed in his block of ice. Using ropes from the ship, they tied the block to Hookfang, Stormfly and Toothless. Satisfied, Hiccup mounted Toothless with Sunset climbing behind him.

"We'll see you guys back on Berk," he called over to Bucket and Mulch.

"Careful travels!" Mulch said with a wave, and the teens took off into the sky.

It took some careful navigating, but they managed to bring the frozen dragon to the dragon academy without any mishaps. The twins and Fishlegs, who had been waiting for them to return from their search, gaped as they lowered their find into the middle of the academy.

"Uh…you guys were sent to look for Bucket and Mulch," said Fishlegs slowly, watching in disbelief as his friends climbed off of their dragons and started untying the ropes.

"We did. And we found them, along with a dragon," replied Sunset.

"Which now begs the question, what are we going to do with him?" asked Astrid.

Snotlout smirked. "Break him out."

"Or blow him out," suggested Tuffnut, "in a massive fiery blaze."

"Or we could start with a slow burn," interjected Hiccup. "Fishlegs?"

"Sure. Meatlug, lava blast."

The Gronkle waddled over to the ice and let a small lava blast strike the bottom of the ice block. Steam rose and a portion of the ice rapidly melted, but not enough for any part of the dragon to be exposed. Hiccup and Fishlegs pressed their faces against the ice, staring at the dragon within.

"Do you know what this is?" asked Hiccup excitedly.

"I can't believe I'm seeing one in real life!" breathed Fishlegs.

Sunset put her hands on her hips. "And what exactly would you be seeing?"

"We have to make sure," said Hiccup. "We better check the Book of Dragons."

The two set off, hurrying out of the academy. Scowling, Astrid rushed after them. Sunset shook her head and sat down on the stone floor, setting her chin in her hands. "Yeah. I'm gonna stay here and make sure that thing stays exactly where it is."

"Come on," insisted Tuffnut. "You love animals! Wouldn't you want to have this as your new friend?"

Sunset stared at the slim black dragon. "Um…no, not really. That guy looks like he can do some serious damage."

Snotlout arched an eyebrow. "Which is different from any other dragon we've had to deal with how?"

"We didn't have much of a choice in dealing with them," retorted Sunset. "But this time, we do. We leave him in there, no trouble. See how nice and easy that is?"

Ruffnut pouted. "But that's boring!"

"What would _you _do with him, then?" Sunset asked.

The twins exchanged glances. "I dunno. Train him and use him for ultimate destruction?" offered Tuffnut.

"You already do that with Barf and Belch," said Sunset flatly.

"But we could do so much more damage with _two_."

Sunset shook her head. "You need to work on your persuasion."

Snotlout crossed his arms and stared at the dragon. "Why would the Berserkers want this thing?"

"Who knows? All we know is that we gotta keep him away from them." Sunset paused and scratched her head. "Somehow."

"But he's dead!" snorted Snotlout. "He can't survive after being frozen in there."

"Aw." Tuffnut sulked. "No tool of destruction?" But then he brightened. "Hey, if he's dead, we can at least check him out up close, maybe get a tooth or two!"

"Barf, Belch, fire!" ordered Ruffnut.

Sunset's emerald eyes widened. _"No!"_

But it was too late. The Hideous Zippleback already had a stream of fire going at the ice, and it wasn't long before the other dragons joined him in what they thought was some kind of game.

"No! No! No!" yelped Sunset, leaping to her feet and racing over to Stormfly, who was the closest dragon. "Cut it out!" she ordered, tugging on her muzzle.

"You too, Hookfang," Snotlout said quickly, pulling on his dragon. Huffing, Hookfang's eyes narrowed in annoyance and he turned his head, snorting smoke into his human's face.

A great cloud of steam rose in the arena, causing the dragons to stop their firing. A low growl echoed off the walls, and the teens slowly moved backwards, watching with wide eyes as the black dragon got to his feet, wings unfurling.

"Oh…no," squeaked Sunset.

"Uh…I'm sure Hiccup won't notice," muttered Tuffnut.

"No, no, he's gonna notice," whispered Snotlout, slowly mounting Hookfang. "Get on your dragon, losers."

Tuffnut and Ruffnut complied, quickly climbing onto Barf and Belch. Sunset moved closer to Snotlout, eyeing the active dragon nervously. "Whatever we do, he can't leave here," she hissed.

The dragon let out a roar, and the dragons quickly took up a defensive formation at the same moment Toothless bounded into the academy. He immediately spotted Sunset and hurried over to her, growling at the dragon and standing protectively in front of her. Sunset quickly got into the saddle and kept her eyes on the dragon. Hookfang and Meatlug came up next to her, and the dragon snarled at them before flying upwards.

The second he struck the metal caging that covered the roof, lightning exploded in the sky, the blue flashes causing the teens to flinch. The dragon dropped to the ground, only dazed for a second. He got back to his feet and charged for the exit. Stormfly tried to block him, but she got knocked aside and the dragon escaped.

Sunset watched him depart in dismay. "Not good. Absolutely not good."

Hiccup, Astrid, Fishlegs, Stoick and Gobber charged into the academy. The twins and Snotlout backed their dragons up slowly, and Sunset held up her hands defensively when Hiccup looked at her. "Okay, things happened, and I couldn't stop it in time, and as you can see he escaped."

"It was their fault," added Snotlout quickly, pointing at the twins.

"Dang it! We should have blamed him first," groaned Tuffnut.

Hiccup rubbed his forehead in vexation. "I'm going to kill three of you."

Tuffnut frowned. "Well, that's not nice. Sunset didn't even do anything."

Bending down, Stoick inspected the rubble the dragon had created with a deep frown. Sighing, he stood up and faced the teens. "When I was young, my father's father used to tell me stories of Berserker fleets attacking with harnessed dragons that could bring lightning from the sky. They destroyed everything in their path and no one was safe."

"Do you really think the Berserkers have what it takes to catch and train a Skrill?" asked Hiccup anxiously.

"I never thought anyone could ride a Night Fury," returned Stoick. "We can't leave anything to chance." He turned to his son, expression serious. "Hiccup, catch that Skrill. Do not let the Berserkers get their hands on it."

Hiccup nodded determinedly. "We won't. Come on, guys. Let's go!"

He climbed behind Sunset and after Astrid and Fishlegs mounted their dragons, they took off. As they flew through the grey sky, Sunset glanced over her shoulder. "A Skrill?"

Hiccup nodded solemnly. "Yeah. And guess what the symbol of the Berserkers is?"

Sunset winced. "A Skrill?"

"Yup. There's even more good news. Apparently, a Skrill can take lightning from the clouds and redirect it at any target."

"…and here we are with two metal prosthetics."

"It wouldn't be any fun if it wasn't challenging."

Sunset rolled her eyes. "Yeah, because chasing after a Skrill with lightning abilities isn't nearly challenging enough."

"Okay, guys, what's our game plan?" Astrid called out, levelling Stormfly out beside Toothless.

"Catch him, train him, keep him away from Dagur," replied Hiccup.

Astrid's eyes narrowed. "I don't think it's as easy as you want it to be."

"Well, the Skrill does have some weaknesses," piped up Fishlegs from the back of the flying formation. "It can't redirect any lightning if it's in the water."

"I'll take it," remarked Sunset.

"Yeah, but first we gotta find him," voiced Snotlout. "And can we please hurry? I'm so hungry."

Hiccup blinked, his cousin's words stirring up an idea. "That's it! Snotlout, that's the most brilliant thing you unintentionally said!"

"Uh…thanks?"

Sunset smiled, picking up on what her friend was thinking. "Hey, yeah! The first thing any of us want to do when we first wake up is eat. That Skrill has been in that ice for who-knows-how-long."

"And I know just what it likes to eat!" said Fishlegs cheerfully. "Follow me!"

His friends fell back, letting him take the lead so they could follow. Sunset's face completely fell once she realized Fishlegs was making a beeline for the farmyards. "Nooooooo."

Hiccup settled a hand on her shoulder. "Nature is a cruel mistress."

They landed in the fields, where they found Silent Sven surveying the damage. There were a few smoking sheep running around, and they immediately rushed over to Sunset once they sensed her presence.

"Hey, Sven," greeted Hiccup. "Was a big scary black dragon here?"

Nodding fiercely, Sven started to act out what had happened, using his arms and staff as communication tools. At the end, when Hiccup asked if he knew where the dragon had gone, could only shrug helplessly.

"Great," muttered Astrid. "Now what?"

Lightning suddenly flashed in the sky, and Hiccup turned towards it. He watched as the grey clouds off in the distance lit up a bright blue. "We follow the lightning," he declared. "Sun, come on."

"Okay. Bye, guys. Really sorry about your friends." Sunset got to her feet and hurried over to Toothless, taking up the front of the saddle.

The teens flew off, following the lightning. It wasn't long before a particularly violent flash caused Hiccup to snap, "Hang on!"

Lightning exploded around them at a rapid rate. Sunset flinched. "Yeah, we're in the right spot. Now what?"

"You guys stay back," instructed Hiccup. "If it's just one dragon, maybe he won't feel threatened. Let's go, Sun."

Nodding, Sunset urged Toothless forwards. They flew through the clouds, soon spotting the Skrill a bit below them. Toothless went into a dive, going straight for the Skrill. The two dragons flew towards each other at a high speed, neither showing signs of pulling away. Just when it seemed like they would collide, the Skrill swerved and went around the Night Fury. Sunset quickly pulled on the reins and went after the Skrill. When they were beside the dragon, she eased up and Toothless levelled out.

"You've been asleep for a long time," said Hiccup softly, slowly extending a hand towards the Skrill. The dragon's eyes narrowed and his body crackled with blue volts. "Yeah, I'm sure that'd make me cranky too." He only got to set his hand on the Skrill for a millisecond before the dragon snarled and darted forwards, hovering just in front of them. Lightning shot out from the clouds and absorbed into the Skrill's wings.

Sunset gaped. "Ideas! Ideas would be great!"

"Scatter!" hollered Hiccup.

The teens frantically dove in different directions as the Skrill opened his mouth and fired a massive lightning blast. They dove down below, hovering just over the water, and regrouped. After catching his breath, Hiccup said, "Okay, Sunset. I have an idea."

"I can't wait to hear it."

"We're going to dive down through the clouds from above and try to drive the Skrill down to the guys." He looked over his shoulder and instructed, "We're all going to drive him into the water."

Snotlout snorted. "Can't wait to see how this turns out."

Toothless soared upwards before descending just as quickly. At Sunset's command, he shot a plasma blast, which narrowly missed the Skrill. They soon caught up to the dragon and after a few more plasma blasts manage to drive him below the clouds.

Stormfly quickly joined Toothless in the pursuit, using fire blasts to try and get the Skrill into the water. Barf and Belch flew beside the Skrill, and Barf spewed out the gas. But before Belch could light it, a different fire blast came, igniting the gas and sending the twins flying.

Eyes wide, Sunset jerked on the reins and Toothless swerved, narrowly missing the flying rock. "We have company!"

Attacks came from every which-way, difficult to see thanks to the clouds. Snotlout frantically kept his eyes open, but quickly got distracted when a familiar sizzling sound came from behind him. Slowly turning, he stared at the Skrill, whose body was crackling with lightning.

"Okay…not good. _Hookfang!_"

The Monstrous Nightmare managed to dodge all the attacks, but by a narrow margin. Toothless flew over a break in the clouds, and Hiccup stared at the ship below. His eyes widened. "Oh…no."

"Surprise, surprise," groaned Sunset. "It's the King of Insanity."

A trio of boulders came flying directly at Toothless and Meatlug. The Night Fury fired a plasma blast at the first and Meatlug made a quick meal out of the second. The third boulder flew just over their heads. "Get out of range, people!" hollered Hiccup.

"I'm going!" squeaked Fishlegs, already a good distance ahead of the three.

After feeling they were far enough away, the teens landed on a large, flat sea stack. "So we've got a Skrill and the Berserkers," said Sunset. "Like it wasn't difficult enough already."

"I nearly got struck in the head by a lightning bolt!" snapped Snotlout. "Let me tell you, I am not looking to get hit a twelfth time."

Astrid stared. "You've been hit by lightning eleven times?"

"You know what? That explains a lot," muttered Fishlegs.

"Okay, never mind that," snapped Hiccup. "We need to get moving. Astrid, you take Snotlout and Fishlegs and keep those Berserker ships occupied. We'll take the twins and deal with the Skrill."

"If Dagur gets that thing before us, it's game over," added Sunset. "Let's go people!"

They split up into their groups and took off into the sky. Hiccup, Sunset and the twins went after the Skrill while the others took care of the boats. "Okay, I have a plan, but it's a risky plan," said Hiccup.

"My favourite kind," said Sunset sarcastically.

Tuffnut grinned. "Ours too!"

"You're going to fly blindly through the clouds, getting Barf to let out as much gas as possible. You are only going to get Belch to ignite it when you are on the other side," instructed Hiccup.

"Oh yeah, we can do that," said Ruffnut with a smirk.

"If we're lucky, he'll come towards us and we can knock him into the water."

"Yeah, _if_ we're lucky," muttered Sunset.

The twins entered the clouds. Sunset flew Toothless around the grey formations, and it was not long before the explosions started, orange lighting up the sky. Sunset and Hiccup searched intently for any sign of the Skrill. He shot down from above and flew past them, and it was not long before he tried flying back up.

"Not quite how this was supposed to go!" called Sunset as they pursued the Skrill. "Okay, Toothless, a little shot to knock him down!"

Toothless fired a plasma blast, but the Skrill countered it with one of his lightning blasts. The blast expanded once it hit the plasma, volts reaching out and sparking into a giant sphere. Hiccup arched an eyebrow. "Well, that's new."

"Let's try this out." Sunset flew Toothless after the Skrill and levelled the Night Fury out beside him. "Rapid shots!"

Toothless fired three rapid plasma blasts, but the Skrill deflected with one with his lightning. Snarling, he rose up in front of them, lightning crackling at a dangerous rate. "Flee!" cried Sunset and Toothless took off. The Skrill raced after them, using the lightning he collected from the clouds to fire intense lightning attacks.

"We are gonna get fried!" yelped Sunset as a lightning volt missed her helmet by inches.

The Skrill was about to attack again when he was suddenly struck by a fire blast. Sunset looked over her shoulder and grinned as the twins barrelled towards them. "Yeah!"

"Barf, gas!" instructed Ruffnut. Barf opened his mouth, but nothing came out. "Oh. Well then."

Turning around, the Skrill chased after the twins. Sunset quickly steered Toothless after the dragon. The Skrill launched a deadly lightning volt straight for the twins, but Toothless flew in front and fired a plasma blast. A massive explosion resulted, sending all three flying.

"_Whoooaaa!" _screamed Sunset, the world turning into one big blur as they spun around in a rapid descent. They slammed into something solid, but Toothless quickly got to his feet. Sunset regained her senses and realized they had crashed onto Dagur's ship-and more specifically, right into Dagur himself. "Come on, man. You gotta pay more attention."

They sailed back into the sky, which was now a light blue. They joined up with Snotlout, Astrid and Fishlegs. "Any ideas where the Skrill went?" asked Hiccup desperately.

Astrid shook her head. "No."

"Any ideas where the twins went?" asked Snotlout.

Sunset and Hiccup exchanged concerned glances. "No," admitted Hiccup with a frown.

"So we lost the twins and the Skrill," said Astrid with an arched eyebrow. "Wonderful."

"Could be worse," replied Snotlout.

"How?" asked Hiccup incredulously.

"We could be dealing with the Berserkers, the Skrill, _and _Alvin the Treacherous."

Astrid narrowed her eyes and pointed a threatening finger at him. "I swear to Thor, if you've just jinxed us, I'm gonna kill you."


	11. A Skrill To See: Part Two
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**A Skrill To See: Part Two**

A full moon hung in the night sky, giving the land below an eerie silver glow. Toothless was nothing more than a shadow as he flew through the night air. Sunset sat behind Hiccup, emerald eyes narrowed as she tried to see through the darkness. "Ruff! Tuff!"

But like every other time, there was no answer. Sunset nibbled on her bottom lip as the concern built up. "They've been gone a long time, Hiccup. And it's getting late."

"I know. But we have to keep searching."

Sunset nodded. "Of course."

They stayed out for a few more hours. When they say no sign of the twins, they were forced to admit that it was time to head back to Berk. They arrived back at the academy, where they waited news from the other riders. It wasn't long before they started to trickle in, and no one had any good news to share. Fishlegs was the last to arrive on Meatlug, who looked completely beat.

"Anything?" Fishlegs asked anxiously as he climbed off of Meatlug.

Hiccup shook his head tiredly. "No one found them."

Fishlegs' face fell. "So they're still out there."

"Yeah. But I have some provisions. We're going back out there."

"Are you going to look all night?" asked Fishlegs.

"If we need too," replied Sunset, climbing onto Toothless behind Hiccup. "We came back to see if you guys found anything. But the twins are still out there, and I don't know about you, but I won't be able to rest until they're found."

"We'll come with you," offered Fishlegs.

Hiccup shook his head. "No, you and Meatlug need to rest. We'll be fine."

Toothless flew back into the night sky, and they soon entered the dark clouds. Sunset eyed the blue volts that crackled around them nervously. "Well, if we don't find the twins, maybe we'll find the Skrill."

Hiccup mulled that over for a minute. "Hey…maybe you have a point. What if the twins decided to go after the Skrill?"

"It's a possibility," agreed Sunset. "The twins like destruction, the Skrill is capable of mass destruction."

"So if we follow the lightning, we find the Skrill, and we might find the twins."

"Okay…and if we follow the lightning and find the Skrill but no twins?"

"At least we'll have found the Skrill," replied Hiccup optimistically. "Toothless, follow the lightning."

Toothless soared deeper into the clouds, the lightning growing more intense the farther they got. Sunset yelped as the lightning zapped a little too close for comfort. "Okay, watch your tail, Toothless! Hiccup, watch your leg. And thanks for bringing your Gronkle Iron shield, by the way."

"No problem," he drawled. "Toothless, get us out of here. We'll find someplace to wait out the storm."

Toothless swooped out of the clouds and the first island they saw below was none other than Outcast Island. Sunset scowled. "Fantastic."

"We don't have much choice," said Hiccup grimly. "Set us down, bud."

Toothless dove downwards and landed on the rocks that made up Outcast Island. Hiccup and Sunset climbed off and crept to the edge of the rocky slope. Peering below, they noticed a dozen Outcasts in Alvin's dragon arena.

"Please tell me they're having a party or something," muttered Sunset. "We cannot deal with Alvin right now."

"It's not a party," a familiar voice said to her left. "Alvin's got a plan for that Skrill."

Startled, the two turned around to see Ruffnut crouched a few feet away. "Ruff!" exclaimed Sunset, relief flooding through her. "You're okay!"

"Where's Tuff?" asked Hiccup eagerly.

Ruffnut pointed over his shoulder. "He hollowed out that tree to use as a hiding place. But the only problem is that he can't move."

"Other than that, it's not so bad," Tuffnut said, his voice sounding slightly off due to his place in the tree.

"Twins have been found, safe and sound," said Hiccup with a slight smile. "There's one thing to check off our list."

"Yeah, but now Alvin has the Skrill," said Sunset with a frown. "Guess Snotlout really did jinx it." She turned to Ruffnut. "How did you two get here?"

"We saw Alvin pull the Skrill out of the water and decided to follow him," replied Ruffnut.

"Good job," said Hiccup, impressed. "You guys did great."

"We know, we're awesome," said Tuffnut boastfully.

"So now we have to figure out what Alvin wants with the Skrill," said Sunset as Hiccup crouched down near the edge of the slope.

"On it." He removed his spyglass from his pocket and focussed it towards the arena. He could see the Outcasts struggling to bring the Skrill into the arena, where Alvin was waiting. "Ooh. Not good."

"Tell us something we don't know," spoke Tuffnut.

"Alright, here's something, Mildew's down there."

Sunset flinched. "I shouldn't be surprised by it, but it still kinda hurts."

"We, we sort of figured that one," muttered Tuffnut. "I said something we _don't _know."

Hiccup's hands tightened around his spyglass as he watched a new development unfold before him. "I've got something for you. We have Berserkers teaming up with the Outcasts and now they both have the Skrill."

Sunset paled. "Ooh. So not cool."

"And guess what their first order of business is going to be?" muttered Hiccup.

"Annihilating us from existence?" suggested Sunset.

"Yup. Followed by the rest of Berk."

"So…now what?" asked Ruffnut, eyeing the arena below warily.

"That's the question of my life, apparently." Hiccup glanced over his shoulder as Toothless and Barf and Belch started to growl lowly.

"We're not so happy about this either, guys," said Sunset feelingly. A sudden snort mixed with a laugh from Hiccup caused her to turn and glare at him. "Excuse me, there is nothing funny about this situation."

"Sorry," said Hiccup, quickly growing serious again. He was still looking through the spyglass. "Mildew just got nailed by the Skrill."

"…is he okay?"

"He looks completely out of it. But I think he's fine otherwise." He watched the commotion happening below. "The Skrill is now in a cage…I don't like the expression on Dagur's face…Alvin is now talking to him…oh geez." Hiccup lowered the spyglass and thought hard. "Okay, before we do anything, we need to figure out what Alvin and Dagur are planning."

Sunset settled beside her best friend and leaned against the rock. "So, what, we waltz up to them and say, 'Hey, guys, we saw you plotting together and were wondering if you could fill us in'?"

"Not quite. Since they know who we are, we're going to have send either Ruffnut or Tuffnut."

Ruffnut raised her hand. "I vote for Tuff."

Tuffnut grinned widely. "Ooh, ooh, I vote for me!"

"Tuffnut it is," declared Hiccup. "Okay, get down there and get as much information as you can without being seen."

"Got it! I'll move like the wind!" Tuffnut wrestled his way out of his hiding spot. He started to crawl down the rocky slope, but soon lost his grip and tumbled the rest of the way down.

Sunset winced. "So…do we have a rescue plan in place?"

"Uh…we'll make it up as we go," muttered Hiccup. He looked through his spyglass and watched as Tuffnut interacted with the guard he had fallen in front of. After a tense moment, his shoulders relaxed once the guard pointed in a direction and Tuffnut sauntered off with no problems. "Okay, looks like he's doing it."

"Now we wait?"

"Now we wait."

…

It was daybreak by the time Tuffnut returned. Sitting up from where she had been resting on the ground, Sunset said in relief, "We were getting worried for a second."

"Me too," said Tuffnut, settling beside his sister against the rock wall. "I know I wasn't supposed to be seen, but stuff happened and I said a poem to Dagur and sang a song and ran into Mildew, but it was alright because he can't speak properly due to the lightning bolt to the brain."

"That's nice…but did you find anything out?" asked Hiccup.

Tuffnut nodded. "Dagur and Alvin are going to destroy Berk with both of their fleets. Complete annihilation!"

"Of your home and your friends," pointed out Sunset.

"Oh." Tuffnut deflated. "Right. Not so exciting."

Sunset hugged her knees to her chest, clearly troubled. "So how are we supposed to beat two fleets and a Skrill? Even with our dragons and Berk's own fleet, we're still at a disadvantaged thanks to the Skrill."

"Actually, Alvin's not giving Dagur the Skrill until he takes out Berk. They don't trust each other all that much," said Tuffnut.

Hiccup's ears perked at that. "Dagur doesn't get the Skrill until after the attack, huh?"

Sunset smiled. "I think we can work with that."

"We sure can." Hiccup grinned.

Ruffnut blinked. "I'm lost."

"The only reason those two are working together is because of that Skrill," stated Hiccup.

"Take away the Skrill, and you take away the alliance and the invasion," finished Sunset.

"Tuff, you have to get back into town and distract the guards at the arena. When they're gone, Sun and I will get that Skrill."

Tuffnut made a face. "Ugh, fine. But I just want to get it out there that Dagur threatened to cut off my legs." He stood up and started to make his way to town.

Hiccup glanced at Ruffnut. "Wait here."

Ruffnut saluted him. "You got it."

Sunset mounted Toothless and Hiccup climbed behind her. They waited a few minutes before heading out. Toothless flew down the slope and landed on the outcropping of rock beside the arena. The two teens hopped off and crept to the edge, peering down. Both Outcast guards were knocked unconscious.

"Huh," said Sunset in surprise. "Tuffnut works pretty fast."

They entered the arena and immediately noticed that the cage was open. Sunset stared at the ropes that were once used to restrain the Skrill. "See that right there? That's not good."

A clanging sounded above them and their heads snapped upwards. Tuffnut leaned against the metal caging that made up the roof, panting heavily. "Oh, great," he wheezed. "I thought I was late." He swung through the gap and landed on the ground. "You guys did pretty good with those guards. Didn't think you had it in you."

Sunset stared. "Ooh. So not good."

"What's not good?" asked Tuffnut.

She pointed over his shoulder and he looked behind him. Tuffnut gulped nervously when he realized that the Skrill was nowhere to be seen. "Oh. So…you don't have him?"

"Nope," said Hiccup heavily.

"Then…who does?"

Before Hiccup could answer, sudden commotion coming from near the entrance caused them all to make a run for cover. Peering out from behind the wall they were hiding behind, they watched as the Outcasts started the alarm for the missing Skrill.

"Tuffnut, you got get Ruff," ordered Hiccup, climbing onto Toothless. "Sun and I are going to see if we can find the Skrill."

They took the air as Tuffnut raced off. They flew around Outcast Island, winding between sea stacks. Sunset spotted the Berserker boat and hissed, "Hiccup!"

"Hang back, bud," whispered Hiccup, and they hovered behind a sea stack.

Dagur sailed towards the open sea. Just as it seemed like he would make his escape, Alvin's boat appeared, blocking his way. "I think you have something of mine, Dagur," growled Alvin.

"No, everything on this ship is mine, Alvin," retorted Dagur.

"That Skrill belongs to the Outcasts!"

"No, it belongs to the Berserkers! It's our symbol, it's on our sail! It's _ours!_"

"What about our deal?!" boomed Alvin.

Dagur smirked and lifted his axe. "Consider it terminated." With a swipe he cut one of the ropes to the sails, causing it to lift slightly. The Skrill, tied down to the deck of the boat, was revealed, and he snarled furiously, body sparking violently with volts.

Sunset stared as Alvin let out a ferocious roar and leapt from his boat to Dagur's. The two fleets went to war, swords clanging and war cries ringing in the air. "I know they're our enemies and all, but I still can't stand war. I really don't want to see any of them get wiped out."

"If we manage to get that Skrill, they'll turn their attention on us," replied Hiccup. "That make you feel better?"

"Uh…sort of and sort of not."

Their attention was returned to the warring tribes when they noticed that Dagur had grabbed the ropes hanging from the Skrill. Pulling hard, he caused the dragon to attack in desperation. The volts narrowly missed Alvin, and with little choice he jumped into the water. A horrified scream got stuck in Sunset's throat as Dagur lit up the water with lightning, his deranged laugh echoing in the wind.

"Dagur, you're insane," Hiccup breathed, feeling slightly sick to his stomach. For all his feelings against Alvin, death was never something he wished upon him, and now he had just witnessed his murder.

"What are we going to do?" Sunset choked out.

"We give him what he wants," said Hiccup grimly.

"Uh…us?"

"Unfortunately."

"Fantastic."

…

An hour of planning later, the pair found themselves watching as Dagur's fleet was completed, compiled of Outcasts, Berserkers and a Skrill. "This better work," muttered Sunset, peering over Hiccup's shoulder.

"It should," replied Hiccup. "Hopefully."

"-with this fleet, we can lure Hiccup, Sunset and their Night Fury out-"

"That's our cue," muttered Hiccup. "Let's go."

Giving Toothless a nudge, they flew into plain sight, hovering above Dagur and his new right-hand man, Savage. "You don't have to go through all that trouble," he called.

"Yeah, we're right here," added Sunset.

Dagur stilled and glowered at the pair suspiciously. "Hiccup and Sunset…"

"I thought that we should handle this whole matter like real Vikings," said Hiccup strongly. "Just the three of us."

"Of course, that's only if you're up for it," taunted Sunset.

Dagur grit his teeth together. "Don't let them reel you in," urged Savage. "We obviously have the advantage, so we should-"

Dagur shoved him aside and jumped onto the deck of his boat, grabbing the ropes attached to the Skrill. "My Skrill against your Night Fury? Bring it on."

He pulled on the ropes and Toothless flew off to avoid the lightning blast. Sunset glanced over her shoulder, watching as the Skrill flew after them, bringing Dagur with him. She ducked as a lightning blast soared over their heads. "Well, he's following us."

"Then hold on. This might get rough."

They kept close to the ground so that Dagur would be sure to follow. The Berserker needed solid footing in order to get the Skrill to attack. Keeping his eyes ahead, Hiccup pulled on the reins, causing Toothless to stop on the edge of a ridge. Dagur halted on the other side, the Berkians and Berserker facing off.

"Have you given up?" taunted Dagur.

Hiccup's eyes narrowed. "Nope. Toothless, plasma blast!"

The Night Fury fired two plasma blasts, which the Skrill blocked with his wings. Dagur barked out a laugh. "Is that all you got?"

Hiccup glanced briefly at the puddles of water Dagur was halfway standing in. "No. Not quite."

Toothless flew into the air and continued firing plasma blasts. Sunset noticed that Dagur was now fully standing in the puddle and poked her friend in the back. Getting the hint, Hiccup urged Toothless back down to the ground.

"Anything to say before you die?" cried Dagur, face shining with victory.

Sunset smirked. "Yeah. Water and lightning don't mix."

At Dagur's confused expression, Toothless fired another plasma blast. The resulting backlash caused lightning volts to travel down the ropes and zap Dagur, due to the reaction between lightning and water. His body jerked and spasmed, his pained cries echoing across the island.

After one final explosion, Dagur pitched over the edge and fell to the ground below. Smoking and dazed, he stumbled to his feet for a brief second before crashing to the ground. Hiccup smiled. "I don't think he's fit to be leading any invasions any time soon."

Toothless suddenly jumped to the side, barely avoiding a lightning blast from the freed Skrill. Sunset winced. "The Berserker is down, but we still got an active Skrill."

"It's time we took care of this guy," muttered Hiccup.

They flew off at rapid speed, pursued by the Skrill. Sunset hunkered down, the hairs on the back of her neck standing up as the blasts continued to sail inches from them. Hiccup glanced over his shoulder briefly. "We need to lose him!"

Sunset spotted an iceberg a distance away. She pointed it out and said, "Or we could let him follow us over to that."

Hiccup grinned. "I like the way you think."

Toothless flew over the water and went straight for the iceberg. The Skrill, who was flying above them, fired a lightning blast at the ice formation. A chunk dislodged and fell directly towards the two teens. Sunset shrieked as Toothless raced underneath and veered upwards, travelling the narrow gap between the large piece of falling ice and the iceberg. When they made it through and hovered for a brief moment, Sunset noticed a cut in the ice. "There!"

Toothless swooped into the cut, and soon they were enveloped frigid air. Toothless wound through the icy tunnel, the Skrill following behind them. They came into an open space, with icy walls bearing their reflection.

"Toothless, go stand over there," commanded Sunset, pointing to the snow-covered floor, off to the side.

Toothless complied, and a second later the Skrill raced in. The first thing he noticed was Toothless' reflection in the ice and he charged forwards. With a loud _thunk_, the black dragon smacked head-first into the ice and crumpled to the ground, unconscious.

"Nice one," exclaimed Hiccup, high-fiving Sunset. He then stroked Toothless' side. "You rocked, bud!"

"Awesome flying, Toothless," praised Sunset.

The Night Fury cooed happily and flew out of the iceberg. When they appeared out in the sunlight, they were greeted by the twins on Barf and Belch. "How come you get to do all the cool stuff?" demanded Ruffnut.

"Yeah," cried Tuffnut. "We wanna do something!"

Hiccup grinned, relieved that the twins made it off Outcast Island in one piece. "Light it up, Ruff and Tuff."

"You got it! Barf, let it rip!"

Flying over the cut, Barf filled it with green gas. "Do your thing, Belch!" cheered Tuffnut.

Belch let out a spark and an explosion occurred, causing the ice in the cut to melt rapidly. Floods of water filled up the cut before freezing again almost instantly, trapping the Skrill in an icy prison once more.

"And that is the end of that," sighed Hiccup, suddenly exhausted. "Come on, guys. Let's go home."

"Music to my ears," agreed Ruffnut.

"You know, some of those Outcasts really know how to sing," said Tuffnut conversationally.

"I bet," said Hiccup with a roll of his eyes.

Sunset frowned. "Wait a second, how long have we been gone?"

"Ooh." Hiccup winced. "Dad is so not going to be happy."

"So we're a bit late," dismissed Tuffnut. "But come on. We actually have a good excuse this time."

"Good point. Alright, gang, forwards! To tell my father and the others of our brave heroic efforts."

"Never mind our heroic effort," muttered Sunset, settling a hand over her stomach. "I'm starving. Let's get the heck out of here."

As they flew towards home, all of them, even Ruffnut and Tuffnut, knew that it wasn't the last they'd seen of Dagur, who would come back with a vengeance, and probably more insane than ever.


	12. Gustav the Dragon Rider

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Gustav the Dragon Rider**

Peering into the academy, a wide grin crossed Gustav's face when he discovered it was empty. He hurried over to the sheep he had borrowed from the fields and hopped on its back. "Come on, let's go," he cheered.

The sheep ran into academy and Gustav pressed down on the handles of his homemade fire launcher, shooting streams of fire. One of the blasts hit a wooden crate and it erupted into flames. Now panicked, Gustav leapt off of the sheep and raced over.

"Oh man! I gotta do something!"

Sensing its chance, the sheep made its escape. Gustav watched it go with a dismayed expression before turning back to the fire he had created. Before he could worry too much, a gush of water streamed down from above and extinguished the fire. Gustav looked up to see Sunset flying above on Toothless.

"Gustav," she said in exasperation, landing beside the child. "Come on, you know you can't play in here."

"I wasn't playing!" protested Gustav. "I was training! You know, to be a dragon rider!"

"Ah, he wants to be just like his hero."

Sunset glanced over her shoulder. "What are you doing here?"

"I thought the twins were setting something on fire. Came to see if I could help."

Sunset squinted. "Help them make the fire or help put _out _the fire?"

Snotlout blinked. "Uh…the second one?"

"Can't I just hang around here for a bit?" asked Gustav pleadingly.

"Sorry, but you know the rules," said Sunset gently. "Hiccup would have a fit if he saw you in here again. And you know how he gets."

Gustav's shoulders slumped. "When can I be a dragon rider?"

"Well, we'll have to wait and see," she said carefully.

"Which is her nice way of telling you never," put in Snotlout. "Sorry, kid. All the dragon rider positions are filled. Until one of us kicks the bucket, you're out of luck."

Scowling, Gustav shoved his hands into the pockets of his vest and shuffled out of the academy. Sunset let out a soft sigh. "Not exactly what I meant, Snotlout."

"But it's true," said Snotlout dismissively. "And since the problem has been solved, I'm off. Later, Sun."

"Don't forget, we have a meeting in a week!" she hollered after him. "Come on, Toothless. We better get back to Hiccup. We kind of just left him when we saw the smoke."

…

"I'm gonna die!"

The exclamation came courtesy of Snotlout, who looked rightly freaked out. Hiccup let out an irritated sigh and turned away from the board, which had a map pinned to it. "First off, you're late. Second off, we're trying to have a meeting about Dagur."

"The guy wastes no time," added Sunset.

"But this is serious!" insisted Snotlout. "I've seen three of the five signposts of Valhalla in the last week!"

"We already know," snapped Astrid.

"If you know, why are we standing around here talking about that stupid Dagur?" demanded Snotlout. "One of your most valuable assets is about to pass on from this world for all eternity!"

Tuffnut was unmoved. "Yeah, but we'll see you again in a few decades."

"I think we'll survive without your face until then," added Astrid under her breath.

"What about Hookfang? What's he going to do without me?"

"Yeah, pretty sure he'll survive too," muttered Ruffnut.

Hiccup rubbed a hand down his face. "Can we please move on?"

"No! I have an announcement to make. In order to make sure that the Snotlout legacy continues on, Gustav has volunteered to take my place."

The small boy stepped from behind a wooden board with a broad smile. "Gustav reporting for duty!"

"Snotlout, the five signposts of Valhalla isn't real," said Sunset patiently.

"Tell that to the flying fish, weeping rock and singing trees I've seen," said Snotlout determinedly.

"There are plenty of explanations for whatever you saw," said Fishlegs reasonably. "Like a wet rock, for instance."

"Plus, the five signposts of Valhalla are supposed to be seen by great warriors," said Astrid, crossing her arms.

"Excuse me, I am a great warrior," snapped Snotlout. "So there. I'm right and you're wrong."

Hiccup lifted his eyes heavenward. "I'm going to humour you for a second. If this all happens to be true, you can't just pick someone to replace you. It has to be a vote."

Snotlout set his hands on his hips. "You won't let me bury Hookfang alive beside me, and now you're rejecting my replacement. Are you trying to make my last few moments alive miserable?"

"Well, look at it this way," piped up Sunset. "You've only seen three of the five signs. It doesn't mean anything."

As the words left her mouth, a brown blur fell from the sky and struck Snotlout on the head. Dazed for a moment, Snotlout squinted at the object and yelped in fear, scrambling backwards. "I've been hit by the bird of death! It's the fourth sign!"

"It's a dead chicken!" snapped Hiccup, bending down to inspect it.

Sunset was crestfallen. "Cluckington!"

"That's totally the bird of death," confirmed Ruffnut.

"Absolutely," agreed Tuffnut.

"That's it!" cried Snotlout. "Gustav, your training starts now!"

Hiccup threw his hands in the air. "Fine, whatever! We are going to go keep watch on Outcast Island, where Dagur has taken up temporary residence now that Alvin is…no more. Head out, guys."

As the teens (with the exception of Snotlout) mounted their dragons, Astrid looked over her shoulder and pointed at him. "Do not take anyone to eternal paradise with you while we're gone."

"I'll try, but not very hard."

…

The twins, Fishlegs, Astrid and Hiccup and Sunset made it to the dreary landscape that was Outcast Island. Sunset gripped the reins, a weary expression on her face. "How come it feels like we were just here?"

They landed on a rocky island that was a distance away from Outcast Island. Hiccup looked through his spyglass, but could see anything due to the barren trees. "I don't have a good viewpoint."

Astrid squinted through her own spyglass. "Well, they're building something, which can't mean good news for us."

"So we can blow it up?" asked Ruffnut eagerly.

"Eh…how about we figure out what they're building first, and then we can decide?" suggested Sunset.

Tuffnut made a face. "If we have too."

"Settle in, guys," instructed Hiccup. "It's going to be a long day."

…

It was dusk by the time the group returned to the dragon academy. They set up the board and dragged a few barrels over to use as tables. Hiccup sketched out possible ideas on a piece of parchment, trying to figure out what Dagur was planning.

"It can't be that hard," he muttered to himself. "It's Dagur we're talking about."

"Hello, friends!"

"Oh, geez," grumbled Astrid.

Snotlout sauntered into the academy with Gustav and Hookfang following behind. "I'd just like to let you all know that Gustav is ready to take my place when I pass on," he declared. "I know it will be hard for many of you to accept, but I know that I will live on in your memories. Gustav, you may now take the reins of Hookfang!"

Delighted, Gustav eagerly climbed into Hookfang's saddle. Groaning, Hiccup turned around and set his hands on his hips. "Okay, enough. Snotlout, you aren't dying."

Snotlout put his right hand over his heart. "Dear cousin, I know your heart must be grieving, and denial is always the first stage in the grieving process."

"And Gustav is not ready to join the academy," continued Hiccup.

"Yeah," agreed Fishlegs. "There's more to taking care of a dragon than just feeding it."

"Again, let me just repeat what Hiccup said-you are not dying," put in Sunset.

Snotlout glanced at her, an expression on his face that the redhead could not quite make out. "I'm going to miss you the most, Sunset."

Sunset's cheeks turned red. "Oh. Um…thanks."

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Yeah. Okay. Snotlout-"

"_Look out for runaway sheep!"_

Tuffnut's holler caused the teens and Gustav to look towards the entrance. A gaggle of sheep stampeded across the stone floor and directly towards Snotlout, crowding around him. Fishlegs leaned against a barrel with an intrigued expression. "Huh. The shepherd's curse."

"Which is the fifth signpost of Valhalla," said Astrid with a bewildered expression.

Hiccup pressed a hand against his forehead. "This can't be happening."

Snotlout screamed in fear. "This is it! This is happening! I'm done for!"

Sunset stared as Snotlout collapsed in a dead faint. "Um…so is he dead or…?"

"Nope. Just passed out," said Hiccup in annoyance. "Alright, people, clean this stuff up. We weren't getting anywhere anyway."

Ten minutes later, when the teens finished cleaning, Snotlout woke up to a sheep licking his face. He sat up and blinked around dazedly. "What happened?"

"You fainted," said Hiccup flatly.

"So this isn't Valhalla?"

"Nope." Sunset extended her hand and Snotlout accepted it. She hauled him to his feet. "You're still alive."

"For now," sniffed Snotlout. "Who knows when I'll keel over? Hiccup, you need to let Gustav into the academy."

"But he's not ready," said Hiccup in exasperation.

Gustav frowned. "This is a dragon training academy, isn't it? Why can't you just train me until I am ready to join you guys as a rider?"

Hiccup looked at Sunset desperately. Sighing softly, the redhead went over to the child and bent down so that she was at his level. "Gustav, this academy was formed as a place where we could fine tune our own skills. We became dragon riders by just _doing_. By getting out there and doing stupid and crazy things and learning along the way. Stoick gave us this place so that we could fix that."

"But you still do stupid and crazy things," pointed out Gustav.

Sunset smiled. "Yeah, but now we have more experience while we do those crazy things. You just don't have enough experience, bud. You need it, and your dragon needs it."

Gustav mulled this over. "Experience, huh? Okay!"

He hurried out of the academy. Hiccup sighed with relief and smiled at his best friend. "Thanks."

"No problem." Sunset straightened. "Now what?"

"You guys grab some shovels," said Snotlout. "We're going back to plan one. Ready, Hookfang?"

Rolling his eyes, Hookfang swung his tail and knocked his human to the other side of the academy. Astrid smirked. "It must be horrible to have a rider who's not as smart as you, Hookfang."

…

The following morning, Sunset was up bright and early. There were a few things she needed to do in the fields, so she got up at dawn so that she could finish them quickly. When she was making her way back home, she spotted Gustav hurrying into the forest, a satchel hanging from his shoulder.

She furrowed her brow. "I wonder what he's up to."

The words had just left her mouth when she was suddenly struck with the words Gustav had spoken yesterday.

"_Experience, huh? Okay!"_

Her emerald eyes widened. "Oooh, that is so not what I meant!"

Panicked, she hurried after the boy. She entered the forest, her boots sinking into the mud. She climbed over rocks and smacked branches away from her face. "Gustav!" she called. "Hold up!"

Pausing, Gustav looked over his shoulder and smiled widely. "Sunset! Do you want to help me get some experience?"

She opened her mouth to order him back to the village, but the hopeful smile on his face caused her to falter. _Oh, what could it hurt? We're surrounded by dragons, anyway. It'll be good for him to have some skills. At least this way he isn't doing it on his own._

"Sure," she agreed, and joined up with him. After walking a bit, she could hear some growling coming from the bushes. "Let's check in there."

Pushing the leaves aside, they studied a pair of wrestling Terrible Terrors. Gustav wrinkled his nose. "Nah."

Looking up, the Terrors squawked indigently and flew up, blowing a stream of fire towards the pair. Yelping, Gustav tumbled backwards. Sunset ducked and quickly held out her arm, whistling softly. The Terrors paused, listening intently to the tune she was whistling before settling down on her outstretched arm, now calm.

"There we go," she said with smile. "All better." When Gustav looked at her in awe, she explained, "It's important to make sure you don't startle a dragon. A spooked dragon is a dragon who will most likely attack to defend, so you can't be sneaking up on them."

Gustav nodded hard. "Got it!"

Sunset sent the Terrors on their way. "Let's try this again."

They continued walking and came across a Deadly Nadder. Spotting them, the Nadder snarled softly and got into attacking position. Taking Gustav by the shoulders, she maneuvered the both of them into the Nadder's blind spot. She pressed a finger to her lips and Gustav stayed silent. Blinking, the Nadder relaxed, tail dropping to the ground. Keeping in the blind spot, Sunset backed up until they were safe in the cover of the bushes.

"How'd you do that?" asked Gustav eagerly.

"If you're stuck with an attacking Deadly Nadder, find its blind spot and stay in it. It can't see you and therefore can't attack you. But remember, it has a blind spot, not a deaf spot."

"Blind spot, not deaf spot," repeated Gustav. "Okay. Got it."

They chose a different direction and walked through the trees, soon coming out in a clearing. They both jumped in surprise at the massive fire blast that shot in the air a few yards away. Gustav brightened. "Another dragon!"

"Hey, be careful!" Sunset cried when he ran right towards the source of the blast. Biting her bottom lip, she hurried after the boy. He stopped behind a pile of rocks and peered over top. She paused beside him and watched as a Monstrous Nightmare chased after a boar.

"Look, it's a Monstrous Nightmare!" said Gustav in excitement. "It's the most dangerous dragon in existence!"

"Did Snotlout tell you that?" asked Sunset in amusement.

"Yup." He turned around, expression dazzling. "Will you show me how to train a dragon?"

_No! Tell him no! He's not ready for a dragon! _her reasonable side cried out.

_Well, the twins, as much as I love them, aren't exactly expert dragon riders and they do fine with Barf and Belch, _countered her desire-to-help-Gustav side.

_Hiccup is going to kill you._

_I'll even help Gustav take care of it, if he needs it. The kid really wants a dragon. And the best experience is by owning one._

_You're such a pushover._

_Shut up._

"Sure," she agreed, mind made up. "Do you remember what I've told you?"

"Don't sneak up on it, and if it's a Nadder stay in its blind spot," recited Gustav.

"Exactly. But since this is a Monstrous Nightmare, the second part doesn't apply. What do you have in your satchel?"

"Fish."

She smiled. "Perfect. And I guess you've learned some things from Snotlout's training."

Gustav nodded hard. "A lot!"

"Then I guess this will be your field test. Gustav, let's see if you can train a dragon."

Determined, Gustav made a wide arc as he went around the Monstrous Nightmare. When he was in the line of sight, the dragon whirled around and snarled defensively. Slowly reaching into his satchel, Gustav pulled out a piece of fish. Now curious, the dragon moved closer.

"You got it," whispered Sunset.

Gustav slung the fish forward, causing it to smack the Monstrous Nightmare in the face. Sunset groaned. "You don't got it."

Roaring, the dragon chased after Gustav. Sunset hurried over to the boy, but before she could fix the situation Gustav managed to jump onto its back. Sunset's eyes widened. "That's stage four!" she shrieked. "We haven't even passed stage one!"

"I got this!" called Gustav, gripping the horns of the thrashing Nightmare. "Hop on!"

Although she knew it was a horrible idea, she couldn't leave the boy by himself. She ducked under a fiery blaze and jumped onto the Nightmare's back. She barely got a good grip when Gustav kicked his heels into the dragon's side. She screamed as they took off like a shot, flying rapidly through the sky and in a rough flightpath for the academy.

"I'm gonna call him Fanghook!" whooped Gustav.

"Whatever you say!" shrieked Sunset, holding on for dear life.

After a few agonizing minutes of spiralling through the air, they crashed into the academy. Gustav flew off of Fanghook's head and landed near Hiccup's feet. Sunset quickly jumped off of him, and he started prowling around the academy in an agitated manner.

"Where the heck were you?" demanded Hiccup, going over and pulling his friend to her feet. "And what did you _do_?"

"I helped Gustav get a dragon," she panted, straightening and cracking her back. "You can kill me later. I think it's a good idea."

"Oh yeah, fantastic!" snapped Hiccup.

Snotlout grinned. "I like the way he defies authority. Reminds me of me."

"Sunset helped me get some experience," said Gustav excitedly. "Everyone, meet Fanghook!"

Snotlout quickly lost his smug expression. "Hey!"

Astrid pointed at the redhead. "I'll kill you later."

"I'll look forward to it," muttered Sunset.

Shaking his head, Hiccup approached Gustav. "Look, you can't just fly a dragon. You have a bond with it."

"We skipped stages one through three and went straight to four," informed Sunset. She flinched when Hiccup glared at her. "Uh, not by my choice."

"We have a bond!" insisted Gustav. "Watch!" He went over to his dragon and grabbed hold of his leg. Snorting softly, Fanghook ran around the academy, dragging the boy with him.

Astrid smirked. "Look, just like Snotlout and Hookfang."

"No, not even close!" snapped Snotlout, clearly irritated.

Fishlegs smiled slightly. He went over to Hiccup, Sunset and Astrid and said, "You know, this might do the trick."

"What trick?" asked Astrid.

"Snotlout is convinced he's dying. If we take Gustav on and show how easily he can be replaced, he might stop going on about Valhalla."

"Good idea," declared Hiccup. "Best idea I've heard all day. Gustav! You're in."

"What?!" Snotlout shrieked.

"Yes!" exclaimed Gustav.

Hiccup gestured Toothless over and pointed at the ground. Toothless fired a plasma blast and made a burn mark. Using his good foot Hiccup made an 'X' in the ash. "Fly a lap around the arena and land here."

"Sure!" Gustav climbed onto Fanghook's neck. "Let's fire it up!"

Fishlegs smiled as the pair flew clumsily in the air. "Nice battle cry."

"I've heard better," said Snotlout moodily.

The teens had to duck when Fanghook flew over them before crashing into the wall. Hiccup nodded. "That was pretty good!"

"No it wasn't!" snapped Snotlout.

"Let's try target practice," suggested Hiccup. "Sun?"

The redhead nodded and went to set up the targets. Gustav watched with intrigue as the girl stuck the cut-outs in a pile of sandbags. "Okay, Toothless, show him how to do it," ordered Sunset, stepping out of the way.

Toothless fired two plasma blasts, knocking the targets down. Grinning, Gustav hurried over and righted one of them. "Fire it up!"

Fanghook fired three blasts, but each missed its target. Snotlout scowled. "He didn't even hit anything."

"He sort of did," replied Hiccup, pointing to a smoking sheep that ran by. Sunset winced and hurried to put it out.

"You can't be serious!" exploded Snotlout. "You can't be replacing me with him!"

Astrid shrugged. "We're just following your last wishes."

Snotlout's eyes narrowed. "Let's see how he does in the obstacle course."

"I don't see why not," replied Hiccup. "Let's go, Sun."

"Alright," she agreed, a bit reluctantly. "If you say so."

_Here's hoping this turns out okay._

They didn't stay out in the obstacle course long-Gustav only lasted two seconds. Fanghook swerved under branch and Gustav smacked into it, forgetting to duck. He passed out and they brought him back to the academy. Astrid tossed bucket of water on him and he spluttered awake.

"How'd I do?" he asked anxiously.

"Pretty good," answered Hiccup.

Snotlout gaped at him. "No way!" he cried indigently, idly scratching his back.

"Yeah," agreed Astrid. "Not bad for your first try. You're going to make a great replacement for Snotlout."

Snotlout blinked, mulling the words over in his brain before sudden realization hit. "You're trying to convince me I'm not dying!" he accused, increasing the frequency of his scratching as the itchiness grew worse.

Hiccup sighed. "Okay, so maybe you've seen the five signposts of Valhalla, but that doesn't mean you're going to-" He paused when his cousin started scratching at his butt with both hands, his discomfort clear. "Do you really have to do that?"

"Sorry, it's the frog grass I have in my pants," muttered Snotlout, trying to get rid of the itch.

Sunset arched an eyebrow. "Why do you have frog grass in your pants?"

"The twins said it would stop saddle chaffing."

Eyes sharpening, Hiccup turned his gaze to the twins, who suddenly looked nervous. "They did, huh? They also let the sheep in, and sheep happen to love frog grass…"

"Coincidence!" said Ruffnut quickly.

"So you guys did the bird of death too!" shrieked Sunset. "You killed Cluckington!"

"He was already dead!" insisted Tuffnut. When Ruffnut elbowed him in the side, he coughed and said, "I mean, we have no idea what you're talking about."

Two birds fell from above just then, landing in the hands of the twins. They looked up and winced at the sight of their dragon, hovering above the caged roof. "Bad timing!" hissed Ruffnut.

At Hiccup's glower, they hastily backed away. Snotlout processed all this and a scowl crossed his face. "They were messing with me!"

"It doesn't take much," said Astrid with a smirk.

"So I'm not dying!" said Snotlout with a wide grin. "I'm not dying!"

Gustav's face fell. "But…I want to be a dragon rider so badly!"

Glancing at the boy, Snotlout strode over. "I can sympathize with your plight, I really can. But sadly, there's only room for one Monstrous Nightmare rider in this academy, and it's not you."

He picked Gustav up by the back of his vest and threw him bodily out of the academy. Fanghook waddled out after him and Sunset glared. "Snotlout!"

"He's fine!" the teen called over his shoulder as he ran towards the twins, who were watching the events from the entrance. At the sight of the Jorgenson boy coming after them they took off with Snotlout in pursuit. _"Come back here! I'm gonna kill you!"_

Stoick entered the arena then, barely batting an eye at his murderous nephew. He approached Hiccup and Sunset, his expression serious. "Trader Johann got back from Outcast Island. He overheard Dagur, who's apparently ready to test fire his new weapon."

Astrid frowned. "That must be what we saw them building."

"We'll handle it," promised Hiccup.

Stoick nodded. "Good. But I don't want you to engage the enemy. You're scouting, not attacking."

"Got it," said Hiccup with a firm nod.

He was unaware of the eavesdropping Gustav, who was now determined to show just what he was made of-by attacking instead of scouting.

…

It was late by the time Hiccup, Sunset, Astrid and Snotlout reached Outcast Island. Looking through his spyglass, Hiccup frowned at the number of Berserkers on the island. "There's a lot of them down there…"

"Looks like it's time for a diversion," said Astrid. She flew off and Hiccup tracked her movements with his spyglass. After a minute, the blonde managed to lure most of the Berserkers away.

"Looks like we're clear," said Hiccup. "Let's go see what's going on."

Sunset gave Toothless a nudge and they flew towards the island, Snotlout just behind them. They flew across the barren landscape, scanning the area intently. The sudden sound of a horn blowing caused the two to stop. Sunset stared with wide eyes as a torrent of fire-lit arrows rained down towards them.

"We've been had!"

A giant _whoosh _sounded overhead, momentarily distracting them. Fanghook sped by with Gustav hanging from his neck. His eyes widened at the arrows shooting towards them. "Fanghook, evasive manoeuvres!"

The Monstrous Nightmare managed to avoid the arrows, but was struck by a giant net. Snotlout stared down at the boy. "So…do we have to save him?" At the glare Sunset and Hiccup sent him, he said, "Right. Of course we do."

They swooped down towards the trapped pair. Another net sailed for Hookfang, but Toothless eliminated it with a plasma blast. Hookfang flew low and lit the ground on fire, sending Berserkers scattering. Sunset brought Toothless over the net Gustav was trapped under.

"Come on, Gustav!" she cried. "You got this!"

Gustav brightened. "Fire it up!"

Fanghook's body went aflame, burning the net in the process. Gustav quickly climbed on his dragon and took off into the sky. Unprepared, Toothless was caught by the third net, and all three of them crashed to the ground.

"I got them!" Dagur screamed in delight. "I got them!"

"Hang on, guys!" called Snotlout, making a beeline for his friends. He paused when Gustav flew towards him, covered in ash from Fanghook's fire. "Where do you think you're going?"

"I'm leaving!"

"You're staying here!" snapped Snotlout. "We're going to go down there and we're getting them out of there! This is what it means to be a rider!"

Gustav was terrified. "I can't do this!"

"You're on the back of a Monstrous Nightmare! The most dangerous dragon in existence! You and I, we're going to do this!"

Taking a deep breath, Gustav nodded. The two Monstrous Nightmare riders charged for the trapped trio, who were seconds away from getting struck by Dagur's axe. "Fire it up, Fanghook!" shouted Gustav.

"Take them down, Hookfang!" whooped Snotlout.

The two dragons launched fire blasts around the net, sending the Berserkers flying. Hiccup and Sunset heaved the net off of them and took off on Toothless. Hiccup looked over Sunset's shoulder, glaring at the net launcher.

"I hate that thing. Let's take it out!"

"Fire!" hollered Sunset.

Three fire blasts nailed the large wooden device, sending it up in a fiery blaze. Without wasting any time, they made their escape, flying through the night sky. Sunset looked at Gustav with a smile. "Good job, Gustav."

Snotlout snorted. "Yeah, especially since his eyes were closed."

"I was scared!" protested Gustav. "Give me a break!"

"Well, on the bright side, at least there wasn't a weapon," said Sunset optimistically.

"…alright, I'll take it," decided Hiccup.

…

Morning broke over Berk, and the teens and Gustav made it back to the academy, where Stoick was waiting. "Well?" he asked as the group dismounted their dragons.

"There was no weapon," informed Hiccup. "It was all just a trap."

"He was trying to get Toothless and us," added Sunset. "Dagur must have leaked that information to Johann on purpose so that we would hear it."

Stoick frowned. "Crafty and crazy. Not a good combination. Well, at least you all are safe. Get some rest."

"Will do," agreed Sunset, and Stoick departed.

Gustav's shoulders slumped. "I guess I'm not in the dragon academy anymore, huh?"

He looked so sad that Sunset's heart went out to him. She nudged Hiccup in the side, and he glanced at Astrid and Snotlout. The two shrugged, and Hiccup thought for a moment before saying, "How about this? You can be our junior backup reserve replacement rider."

"In training, beginner rank," tacked on Astrid.

"Fifth class," added Snotlout.

Gustav's eyes lit up. "Alright!"

"This means you're going to have to study," warned Hiccup.

"And clean out the dragon stalls," added Astrid.

"And no more dragon flying," finished Hiccup. "Neither of you are ready for those yet."

Gustav nodded, though he was now somber. "Okay." He reached up and rubbed Fanghook's muzzle. "We got it."

Astrid sighed softly. "Let's get this over with."

The group flew to the forest, near the spot where Sunset and Gustav first found the Monstrous Nightmare. Climbing off of the dragon, Gustav took a deep breath and shooed him away. "You're free now, go on!"

Fanghook growled in confusion, lowering his head to nuzzle Gustav. Eyes watering, Gustav shoved him away. "Get out of here!"

Rumbling, Fanghook waddled off, disappearing around the trees. Hiccup set a hand on Gustav's shoulder. "I know this is hard, but it's the right thing to do."

"I know," muttered Gustav.

"Are you coming with us?" asked Astrid.

"No. I want to stay here for a bit."

"I'll stay with him," said Sunset, sliding off of Toothless. "I'll see you guys later."

The teens took off and Sunset went to sit beside Gustav. "You didn't really send him away, did you?" she whispered.

Gustav's sad countenance disappeared and he grinned. "Nope! Fanghook! Come out here!"

Fanghook hurried back into sight, tongue lolling out. Gustav laughed when his dragon nipped at him playfully. Sunset beamed. "You guys are good together."

"Thanks, Sunset." Gustav smiled at the girl. "I wouldn't even have him if it weren't for you."

Sunset laughed. "I think you did most of the work yourself."

"You won't tell them about this, will you?"

"So long as you promise not to fly him, it'll be our little secret."

"What about if I promise not to fly him without you?" wheedled Gustav.

Sunset looked uncertain, but a nudge from Fanghook caused her to laugh. "Alright," she said, caving in. "But don't tell Hiccup."

"Our little secret," promised Gustav eagerly. "You're the best, you know that?"

"Thanks. I try."


	13. Ballad of Sunset Hockerson

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. **

**This chapter is a chapter of my own creation, not based on an episode.**

**Long chapter ahead, focussing entirely on Sunset.**

**Ballad of Sunset Hockerson**

The sun was low in the sky, casting a light orange glow across the island of Berk. Sunset jogged up the grass slope that led to the Haddock household and rapped on the door once before opening it. Hiccup was in the main room, making some adjustments to their Night Fury's prosthetic.

"Hey," she greeted, bending next to Toothless. She rubbed his muzzle and Toothless cooed in contentment, nudging against her affectionately.

"We're almost ready," said Hiccup, eyes narrowed as he worked on getting the tailfin firmly in place. "Had a minor mishap a few minutes ago, didn't we bud?"

Toothless snorted softly, settling his head down on his paws. Sunset smiled and sat down fully on the wooden floor, crossing her legs. "Well, we can't have a completely quiet day, can we? Even on our days off, something has to happen."

Hiccup snorted. "I'd rather take a rambunctious Night Fury breaking his tailfin over dealing with Dagur. Hands down, no doubt about it."

"He's been quiet lately," mused Sunset.

"Probably recovering by his string of defeats at our small, skinny hands," joked Hiccup. "But hey, he picked a good time to take a break. That way we can focus on your birthday."

Sunset sighed in exasperation. "Hiccup, for the last time, I don't really want to do anything for my birthday."

"Come on, you're gonna be fifteen," persuaded Hiccup. "You'll finally be caught up to me."

Sunset shoved his shoulder playfully. "I'm only younger than you by a few months!"

"And I always relish those few months," said Hiccup with a grin. He finished up his minor repairs and stood up with a satisfied nod. "There, done. Let's go, bud. It's time for our night flight."

Bouncing up excitedly, Toothless bounded outside. The two teens followed after him, shutting the door behind them. Hiccup got in the saddle first and Sunset climbed behind him. They soared into the sky, starting their lap around the island.

"So…birthday plans?"

Sunset groaned. "Hic-_cup_."

"We gotta do something!" insisted Hiccup. "We're always done something on our birthdays. And this is the first time we actually have other friends to celebrate it with."

"Then we can just hang out," said Sunset. "Us, our dragons, and later on we can do something with your dad and Gobber if they feel like it. See? Nice and simple."

"Well, you birthday isn't until the end of the week," said Hiccup, not willing to set his friend's birthday plans in stone. "You keep thinking about it and tell me if you change your mind."

"I won't," said Sunset in a sing-song voice.

They sailed over the shores of Berk, and she glanced down to admire the view she never got tired of. The water lapped against the sand, sparkling and a beautiful blue. She followed a gentle wave with her eyes, watching as it reached over the sand and lifted up a few broken pieces of wood.

Her brow furrowed. _Where did those come-?_

"Ouch!" Hiccup yelped as Sunset's fingers suddenly dug into his sides. "Sun!"

Heart in her throat, Sunset loosened her grip slightly, eyes locked on the beachside caves. She screwed her eyes shut and opened them again, but there was nothing down there.

_No way… I could have sworn I just saw him…_

"Are you okay?" asked Hiccup in bewilderment, glancing over his shoulder. "You nearly put gouges in my sides."

"I'm fine," she said quickly, trying to calm the pounding of her heart. "Sorry. Wasn't paying too much attention."

"Good thing you're not the one at the reins," teased Hiccup, turning back around.

"Ha. Yeah." Sunset craned her neck around and stared at the caves as they passed by. Biting down on her bottom lip, she tried to contain her nervousness as she brought her attention forwards.

_Oh please, for the love of Thor, don't let him be here._

…

Hiccup dropped his best friend off on his way home. The redhead shuffled through the front door and towards the stairs. Gobber was sitting in the main room and, upon spotting his charge, set his mug of mead down on the table in front of him.

"Here's the soon-to-be birthday girl," he said cheerfully.

Sunset backed up a few steps, so that her head was looking around the wall that separated the main room from the front hall. "Hey, Gobber."

"Thought about what you want to do your big day?"

"It's not a big day," she said patiently, silently wondering how many times she would need to say it before the message sunk in. "It's just another day, and it just happens to be the day I was born. I don't really want to do much. Hang out with the gang, have dinner with you, maybe Stoick, and that's it."

"I'll give a few days, maybe you'll change your mind," said Gobber with a wave of his hand.

"You and Hiccup are probably the most stubborn Vikings I've ever met," said Sunset with a sigh.

Gobber snorted. "You're one to talk, missy."

Sunset grinned at him. "Fair point. I'm going to bed, so goodnight."

"Night." Gobber settled back in his chair, a deep frown crossing his face when the girl left.

_It's just another day, and it just happens to be the day I was born._

For as long as he had known the girl, one thing remained constant. She treated her birthday as just another day, and he knew she would completely ignore her birthday if it wasn't for Hiccup, Stoick and himself. He had hoped it would be different, now that the other teens were in the picture. But it seemed that some words from her past still lingered with her, despite everything she had accomplished.

_I hope Thor strikes down on your ship, Moonlight, _he thought darkly, taking a long sip on mead. _For all that you've done to that girl, you deserve to be struck by a lightning bolt._

Unbeknownst to him, Sunset also had her father on her mind. But for a completely different reason-she was absolutely positive she had seen him near the beachside caves during her daily night flight. It was an image she couldn't shake.

He had been standing just outside of the cave, and even though there was a great distance between them, she could tell he had a rough time during his travels across the sea. For a brief moment she had met his gaze, and though she couldn't make out his expression, she knew it was far from joyful.

He had disowned her, after all. As far as he was concerned, she didn't exist in his world anymore.

_So why are you thinking about him? You haven't spared him too many thoughts since he left Berk._

Rolling over, Sunset pulled her blankets over her head as she let out a soft, frustrated groan. She shouldn't care that Moonlight was back on Berk soil, but she did. She knew he wasn't back to stay-he hated dragons more than anything, probably more than he hated her. From the looks of the broken wood she had spotted near the caves, it seemed like he had run into some trouble, and he either washed ashore or Berk was the closest island to dock at.

There was a good chance he wasn't doing so good-he could be injured or close to starvation. For all she knew he was on the brink of death.

When it became apparent that she would not be going to sleep anytime soon, she slowly sat up. She let her blankets fall around her as she stared around the darkness of her room, nibbling on her bottom lip as she thought.

She could always go check the caves out. Maybe she had imagined the whole thing, and he wasn't there at all. And if he was…well, she would feel better if she at least checked to see if he was okay. For everything he had done to her, she never wished harm upon him. But she also never wished for him to return.

Swinging her legs over the edge of the bed, she grabbed her helmet and stuck it over her tangled red hair. She pulled on her boots and vest and peered out the window. During the few hours she had spent tossing and turning, a light drizzle had started, causing a mist throughout the village.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," she whispered to herself. She climbed through her window and dropped to the ground. The night air was cold and goosebumps prickled on her bare arms as the cold drops of rain descended upon her.

Taking a quick breath she hurried through the village and towards the beach. When she reached the shores she picked her way across the soggy sand, heartrate increasing as every step brought her closer to the caves. She paused by the wooden planks, bending down to inspect them.

"You took your sweet time showing up," a rough voice growled.

Springing to her feet, Sunset took an unconscious step backwards as Moonlight stepped out of the shadowy interior of the cave and into her line of sight. Now that she was mere feet away from him, she could see just how horrible he looked.

His silver beard was ratted and his long hair tangled. His clothes were ripped and muddy, and he was missing his left boot, for whatever reason. There was a gash on his right arm, which was covered with a bandage, though it was stained with blood.

But even though the strong, intimidating Viking she once knew was now run-down and ragged, his eyes were exactly how she remembered. A dark silver, like orbs of steel, his eyes glowered down at her with contempt. She had always felt small when she was forced to make eye-contact with him, and it didn't help that the claw-shaped scar that ran down the right side of his face increased the level of intimidation.

"What are you doing here?" Sunset asked softly, managing to find her voice.

Moonlight sneered down at her. "I'm on vacation," he said sarcastically. "Why do you think?"

"You obviously ran into some trouble," she said with a helpless shrug. "I don't know, you got attacked by other Vikings or something?"

"Or something," said Moonlight bitingly. "One of the dragons you love so much attacked my boat. I barely made it out alive."

Sunset took another step back as his expression turned murderous. "They don't normally attack for no reason," she defended. "Only if they feel threatened or if they're sick. Did you do anything?"

"That doesn't matter," said Moonlight dismissively. "I don't have time to waste talking about those disgusting creatures." He pointed at her with narrowed eyes. "I am not staying here a second more than I have too."

Sunset felt her stomach sink. "You meant to get me to come here, didn't you?"

"It's impossible to mistake the sound of an approaching Night Fury," he replied. "I took the chance that you might see me. And since you came here alone, I assume Stoick's son is not aware of my presence."

Sunset shook her head. "No. Just me."

"Good. It will stay that way, understood?" he ordered sharply.

"Yes, sir," she responded automatically. She inwardly flinched at her submissive behaviour. "Uh, how long have you been here, anyway?"

"I arrived this morning," he answered.

"Well, why are you hiding out in the caves?" Sunset asked in bewilderment. "Why not go to the village for help?"

Moonlight moved closer, so that he was leaning over his daughter. "Because," he said, voice soft, "this island is infested with dragons and the filth who allow them to stay. I will have no part in it. You are going to help me get off this forsaken place."

Sunset's eyes widened. "Me?"

"Yes, you. You're the one who ruined everything, so you owe me."

"I didn't ruin everything!" she protested. "I just helped end the war between dragons and Berkians! If you just took a moment to-"

His hand shot out and gripped her right ear, twisting it slightly. Sunset gave a soft yelp of discomfort, moving her head in an attempt to ease the pain. "I see you're still as insolent and disrespectful as ever," growled Moonlight. "Shut up, listen, and do what I say."

"Okay," she whimpered, not really in a position to argue.

Moonlight let go and glared down at her. "I need more wood and the tools required to fix my boat. I need provisions, medical supplies and my weapons. I expect to sail out by the end of the week. Make it happen."

Nodding mutely, Sunset turned on her heel and started off down the beach. She paused when her father added, "Remember-_no one _knows I'm here."

"Uh-huh," she uttered before continuing on her way. When she was out of sight of the man she broke into a run, racing across the wet landscape. She did not stop until she was back home.

Panting heavily, she used some barrels stacked against the house to get to her bedroom window. She hauled herself through and collapsed on the floor, her body soaked from the rain. Slowly curling into a ball, she closed her eyes and whispered, "Why me?"

…

The Great Hall was alive with chatter as the Vikings gathered for breakfast. The teens claimed a table in the corner of the hall, their plates piled with eggs, sausage and bread. Hiccup idly pushed his food around his plate, glancing up every so often in search for his best friend.

"Where's Sunset?" Snotlout finally asked.

"I don't know," Hiccup was forced to admit.

Astrid stared at him. "What do you mean, you don't know?"

"She didn't meet me like she normally did," he defended. "I went to Gobber's, but there was no answer when I knocked."

"Maybe she went to the farm," suggested Fishlegs. "Doesn't she have chores there?"

"Only sometimes." Hiccup put his elbow on the table and rested his cheek against his fist. "Bucket and Mulch only ask for her help if they're really stuck."

It was another five minutes before Sunset arrived. She took her usual seat beside Hiccup and smiled tiredly. "Hey, guys."

"There you are!" exclaimed Hiccup. "I came looking for you but you didn't answer when I knocked."

"Sorry, I was sleeping."

Hiccup peered at her. "Are you okay? You look paler than normal."

"It was a long night," she said with a yawn. "I'm just a little tired. How are you guys?"

"Floundering," responded Astrid. "I need ideas on what to get you for your birthday."

"Oh, nothing," answered Sunset.

Astrid shot her friend a pointed look. "You got me something for my birthday."

"Well, I wanted to get you something."

"And I want to get you something," retorted Astrid. "So spill it. What do you want?"

Sunset laughed. "Seriously, I don't want anything. Just show up and hang out, and I'll be happy."

"If you say so," said Astrid, though she didn't look quite ready to drop the matter.

As her friends conversed with each other, Sunset felt her eyelids grow heavy. It was not long before she fell back asleep, her forehead resting against the wooden table. Hiccup glanced down at her in slight bewilderment. "I don't think she's ever done this before."

"Everyone has a rough night now and then," reasoned Fishlegs.

Tuffnut poked at Sunset's arm gently. "You sure she's not dead?"

Snotlout rolled his eyes. "You idiot, she's just sleeping."

"I'll stay with her if you guys want to get going," offered Hiccup.

"Alright. I've got to help my parents out anyway." Astrid picked up her tray and stood up. She hesitated for a moment and asked, "Are you sure giving Sunset a surprise party is a good idea? She seems really set on not doing anything."

"I know, but I want to do this for her. I mean, this is the first year we've ever had a proper celebration for both of our birthdays."

Fishlegs winced. "Sorry…"

Hiccup waved a hand dismissively. "We're over that, so don't worry about it. It's great we can celebrate stuff with you guys, but there's another reason why I want to give her a party."

"What's that?" asked Ruffnut.

His eyes darkened. "_He's _not going to be here to ruin it for her."

Nodding in understanding, Astrid departed. It wasn't long before the others followed, leaving Hiccup to keep watch over his friend.

It was another hour before Sunset woke up again, and when she did Hiccup had a bowl of oatmeal waiting for her. She managed to get down half of it, despite not being very hungry. "Do we have any plans for the day?" she asked, setting the bowl aside.

Hiccup shook his head. "No. We don't have any academy business until tomorrow, where we're to do a check-up on Dagur."

"Okay, cool." Sunset stretched and rubbed her eyes. "So what should we do?"

"It's a pretty nice day. We could go to the beach," suggested Hiccup.

"_No!"_

Hiccup recoiled slightly from his friend's strong reaction. Sunset coughed awkwardly and managed to put a smile on her face. "I'm not really in the mood for the beach," she said calmly. "Can we just go flying?"

"Sure," said Hiccup, a bit baffled. He stood up and offered Sunset his hand. He helped her out of her seat and the two left the Great Hall. He summoned Toothless with his dragon call and soon the pair were in the air, flying across the clear blue waters.

They flew in silence, which they sometimes did in order to appreciate their surroundings, and the sensation of wind on their faces. But this time, Sunset wasn't admiring anything. She was too busy worrying about how she was going to bring Moonlight the things he needed without getting caught, and more importantly, without invoking his wrath.

…

Night fell, and once again sleep was the farthest thing from Sunset's mind. She was fully dressed, sitting on the edge of her bed, waiting tensely for Gobber to fall asleep. When she finally heard his thunderous snores she got up and climbed out the window.

"Okay, first night, start with the important stuff," she whispered to herself.

She figured it would take some time for Moonlight to fix his boat, so it would best to get the supplies he needed in order to repair it. She went through the village and approached Gobber's forge. She stood in the middle of Gobber's workspace for a moment, staring at all the different tools. Her heart fell.

_He is so going to know some of his things are missing._

Groaning softly, she started collecting the tools she thought Moonlight might need. She put a few different sized hammers, some odd-looking tools and metal pieces of all sizes into a crate she found underneath one of Gobber's worktables. Hefting the crate up, she exited the forge and stopped briefly by the shipwright's shack to grab some boards and the last of the tools.

She wrestled everything down the shore and to the caves. Moonlight was sitting near the entrance and he scowled softly when he saw her. "It's about time."

"This stuff is heavy," she muttered, setting everything down. "I think I got what you needed."

Moonlight inspected the items carefully. With a snort he said, "What do you know? You're actually useful for something."

"Thanks," said Sunset sarcastically, gingerly pulling the splinters she received from the wooden boards out of the palm of her hand. "Anything else?"

"I'm going to need help with the boat," he said shortly, standing up.

"All week?" she asked frantically.

"Thor, no. I can't deal with you all night for a full week," sneered Moonlight. "Only for tonight. Try not to screw anything up."

"I'll do my best," she grumbled, wearily shuffling after him. His fishing boat was at the back of the cave, and it looked completely banged up. There were chunks of boards missing from the right side and the bottom. The entire vessel would need to be refurnished.

"Don't just stand there. Go get the tools!" ordered Moonlight, dragging the boat away from the cave wall so there would be more room to work on it.

Shoulders slumping, Sunset complied. For the millionth time, she wondered why she was doing this. And for the millionth time, she remembered it was because she was a pushover and, if she was being honest with herself, she feared him.

…

"Darn yak," said Bucket moodily, gingerly rubbing his stomach, where the animal had butted him. "It can keep its milk."

"It can't keep its milk," said Mulch patiently. "We need it."

"But we've been trying forever," whined Bucket. "It won't give!"

"Which is why we're going to see Sunset," reasoned Mulch.

The two Vikings were walking through the village, on route to Gobber's house. It was barely dawn, the sun just peeking over the horizon. Mulch approached the door and rapped twice against the wood. They waited a moment or two, but there was no answer.

"Gobber must be at the forge already," mused Mulch. "Sunset must be sleeping."

"_Ow!"_

A familiar yelp came from the behind the house. Exchanging concerned glances, the two Vikings followed the sound. They found Sunset, kneeling in the grass with a bucket of water and a roll of bandages beside her. A rag was pressed against the back of her right hand and Mulch could see blood dripping from the wet cloth.

"Oi, now, what happened to you?"

Sunset sprang to her feet with a surprised shriek. She whirled around and stared the two with wide eyes. "Nothing!" she said quickly. "Just a minor mishap."

"It must have been a big minor mishap," said Bucket, peering at the girl's injury.

"Let me see," instructed Mulch, and the girl reluctantly extended her hand. Taking it gently with his fingers, Mulch inspected the small appendage. The cut was skinny and it didn't look too deep, but it was long, stretching from her wrist to just below her knuckles. He whistled softly. "That's some scratch. You should see Gothi."

"It's fine," Sunset insisted. "I just need to wrap it up."

"We don't want it to get infected." Mulch let go of her hand and she pressed the rag back over the wound. He pushed lightly against the small of her back, steering her from the yard. "Bucket and I will take you there."

"What about the yak?"

"What's wrong with the yak?" asked Sunset anxiously, her attention quickly snagged.

"Nothing," soothed Mulch. "Just being stubborn. We came to see if you could help."

"I can! We can go now-"

"Later," corrected Mulch. "After Gothi takes a look at you."

Sunset sighed in defeat. "Fine."

_At least this is my chance to sneak away some medical supplies…without asking._

The trek to Gothi's took longer than it did for the healer to actually tend to Sunset's injury. But it did take a minute for the elderly woman to find the herbs she needed, so the redhead managed to take a few of the important plants and healing tonics that Moonlight needed. She didn't take much, just enough to keep him held over until he reached another island.

_Good thing I managed to convince Bucket and Mulch to wait at the farm for me,_ she thought, slipping the supplies into her pockets.

Gothi returned with the required herb. She rubbed it over the gash before covering it with a bandage. When she finished, she stepped back and looked at Sunset expectantly. The girl stood up and flexed the fingers on her injured hand experimentally. "It's good," she assured with a smile. "Thanks a lot."

She quickly left before Gothi could ask any questions. She hurried to the farm, but did not find Bucket and Mulch. Relieved, she snagged a bucket and went over to the yak grazing at the end of the field. "Are you being stubborn?" she cooed, setting the bucket down.

The yak snorted softly, but did not jerk when Sunset started to milk it. "I can't do this all the time, you know," she chided. "Bucket and Mulch have a job to do, and you have to cooperate. This way everyone will be happy."

_And I'll be happy when Moonlight gets the heck out of here._

She got the bucket filled in no time. She set it where Bucket and Mulch would see it and took off. She had medicine supplies to give to Moonlight, and she was not carrying them around in her vest all day.

She already felt guilty. She didn't need to carry around items to remind her of her guilt.

Since it was early in the morning, there were plenty of Vikings out and about, so she kept a cautious eye on her surroundings as she made her way to the beach. She reached the caves, where she found Moonlight hunkered in the shadows, working on his boat.

"I brought some medical supplies," she muttered, venturing inside.

Moonlight looked up with a scowl. "Are you stupid?"

"No," defended Sunset. "No one saw me come here."

"They better not have," growled Moonlight. He held out a hand and she passed the supplies to him. He studied them with a critical eye before setting them in his bag, which was rather ratty. "Go get me something to eat."

Sunset tensed at the demanding tone. "Fine," she ground out, turning on her heel and storming out of the cave.

_Just a few more days. Just a few more days and he'll be gone for good._

She crossed the village and went into the Great Hall. Approaching the table where the remains of breakfast were laid out, she grabbed a plate and loaded it with eggs, bread and potatoes. She turned around and nearly dropped the plate when she came face-to-chest with Stoick and Gobber.

Her guardian grinned cheerfully. "Hungry, are we?"

Sunset plastered a smile on her face. "Guess you could say that."

"Hiccup was looking for you," said Stoick, looking at the girl closely. "Bucket and Mulch told him of your injury and he tried to check on you. But he couldn't find you."

"Yeah, I had some stuff to do."

Frowning, Gobber took notice of the bandage wrapped around her hand. "What happened?"

"Just a little accident," said Sunset dismissively. "Listen, I'm gonna take this to go. See you later."

She rushed off before any more questions could be asked. Gobber blinked in bewilderment. "What's with her?"

Stoick frowned slightly. "Not a clue."

…

Night fell, and after spending most of the day sleeping Sunset was wide awake. She was out her bedroom window in an instant and stealing through the darkness of the night. Dread hung in her stomach, as this was the moment she was most dreading.

It was time to get Moonlight's weapons.

When the man left Berk and she moved in with Gobber, their old house was emptied of most of their belongings. She received all of her stuff, and Moonlight's possessions were distributed throughout the village.

His weapons were in the armoury, her least favourite place.

She stepped up to the wooden building and tested the door. It creaked open and she slipped inside. Gleaming swords, maces and bludgeons hung from hooks on the walls, and the amount of sharp blades caused her to shiver. She went to the back of the armoury, where she knew Moonlight's swords and daggers were hanging.

With trembling fingers she pulled the two silver swords and three daggers from the wall. Holding them by the handles, she rushed out of the armoury and straight for the beachside caves. When she entered, she felt a profound sense of relief when she discovered the boat was almost finished.

"I got your things," she said, setting them gingerly on the ground.

Moonlight paused his hammering to look at her. "Your hands didn't burn when you touched them?" he jeered.

Sunset turned red. "No."

Scoffing, he returned his attention to his boat. "Thankfully, I'll off this forsaken place tomorrow night. You will meet me here with food and water."

"Yes," she muttered. "Anything else?"

"Not from you."

Sunset left, starting the trek back home on a path that was becoming well-familiar to her. Soon the sleepless nights would vanish, and he would be gone.

_It's almost over._

…

Sunset managed to wake up the next morning at a decent time. Feeling slightly better, since this was the day Moonlight would be leaving, she practically skipped to the Great Hall with a sincere smile. When she entered the large hall, the smile fell from her face when Hiccup looked at her in annoyance.

"What?" she asked when she approached the table he and the others were sitting at.

"What do you mean, what?" he snapped. "Aren't you going to say something for the disappearing act yesterday?"

When Sunset still looked confused, Astrid said gently, "Dagur."

The redhead's winced. "Oh. Sorry."

"That's it?" demanded Hiccup. "That's all you have to say?"

"I am sorry!" insisted Sunset. "I just forgot!"

"How could you forget something this important?"

"Hey," said Snotlout sharply. "Lay off. She said sorry. It was just an accident."

Hiccup ignored his cousin. There was something going on with Sunset, he could tell. He was not just irked that she skipped out on their scouting mission. He was irked that she was keeping something from him, and avoided him completely the previous day.

"You don't forget stuff like this," he pressed. "I didn't see you at all yesterday. _At all. _A full twenty-four hours apart. That's never happened before. Something's wrong."

"Nothing's wrong!"

"Yes there is! Why won't you tell me?"

Agitated and her nerves already frayed, Sunset felt her temper flare as she stood up abruptly from the table. "Because there's nothing to tell!" she shouted. "So I forgot about the scouting mission. Big deal! A girl can make a mistake. Just because I didn't want to be around you yesterday doesn't mean there's something wrong. I wanted to be by myself. Kind of like right now!"

She stormed out of the hall, leaving behind a stunned group of Vikings behind her. Face turning red, Hiccup waited a minute before also leaving. Their friends sat in silence, eyes wide as they realized what had just happened.

Hiccup and Sunset had gotten into their first fight in their twelve years of friendship.

…

Sunset managed to spend the rest of the day by herself. A good bit of the time was spent crying into her arms, as she was frustrated with herself and Moonlight, but was too scared to tell Hiccup. He would want to do something, and she didn't want the fuss.

She spent most of the day in the woods, tucked into a ball against a tree trunk. The familiar cool darkness of night washed over her, and for the first time in hours she stood up, muscles stiff and aching. She rubbed her red eyes and exited the serenity of the woods. She went straight for the food storage, where she grabbed a sack and loaded it with canteens of water, vegetables, wrapped packages of meat (which she touched with a shudder) and various other types of food.

Slinging the sack over her shoulder, she rushed to the beach. In the glow of the moon she could see the boat near the edge of the water. Her eyes zeroed in on Moonlight, who had a Terrible Terror clutched in his fist and a dagger in his other hand.

Dropping the food, she was flying across the sand and slamming into Moonlight. Unprepared, he stumbled a few steps and instinctively let go of the dragon. Hissing, the Terrible Terror flew off. Panting heavily, Sunset turned to glare furiously at the man.

"You can't harm dragons here!" she said forcefully.

Her head suddenly snapped back at the force of Moonlight's slap, so hard she crashed to the ground. Biting her lip to keep the tears at bay, Sunset slowly sat up, the entire right side of her face throbbing.

Moonlight loomed over her, expression livid. "Don't you tell me what I can and can't do," he snarled. "You're just as disgusting as the dragons you call your friends."

Nails digging into the sand, Sunset snapped, "Whatever. I can't tell you what to do anywhere else, but here we work together with dragons." She glared up at him. "So if you don't like it, go away."

"Gladly," sneered Moonlight. He went to grab the food and climbed into his boat, which held the rest of the things Sunset had brought him. He drifted out into the water, his oars in hand. He paused for a moment to look at the redhead watching him. "I've been meaning to ask. You still wear that thing?"

Her hands flew up to clutch at her helmet, the one her mother had given her. "Yes," she said strongly. "At least I know Mom loved me."

Moonlight laughed derisively. "Girl, you've been fed lies all these years."

"What?"

"I'm not under Stoick's foolish rule anymore, so now I can finally tell you what he forbid me from saying." Moonlight grinned. "Your mother and I didn't expect to have a child when we did. Your mother wasn't at all happy-she didn't want children. She wanted to explore the world, and we certainly didn't intend to stay together. But you happened, and ruined everything, as you tend to do."

Sunset could feel her stomach churn. "She left because of you," she croaked, her throat suddenly feeling very dry.

"That is part of the reason," he replied, not at all offended. "We weren't made for each other, and I wasn't surprised when she decided she couldn't take the constraints of family life. She left without a word to anyone except me, and she gave you that helmet out of guilt. Not out of love."

"You're lying."

A slow smirk curled across the man's face. "Have I ever?"

And Sunset realized with stark horror that no, Moonlight had never lied to her. He had done many horrible things, but he never lied.

"Ask Stoick or Gobber if you don't believe me," continued Moonlight, starting to row away. "She didn't want a family. She wanted freedom. I should have followed after Dawn. I thought you might turn out to be a decent Viking. Thor almighty, was I wrong."

Sunset watched numbly as Moonlight disappeared into the darkness. She slowly removed her helmet and stared at it blankly. The item she had treasured now seemed to burn her fingers. Moonlight's last words to her were ones he knew would hurt her deeply. It was his last attack on the girl he strongly believed had ruined his life.

Collapsing on the sand, Sunset burst into sobs. She was curled in on herself, shoulders shaking with anguish, despair, anger and frustration. She had long made peace with the fact Moonlight hated her, but she clung to the belief that her mother still loved her.

How foolish she had been.

She didn't know how long she lay there in the sand, but she stirred when she heard a familiar voice shouting.

"_Sun!"_

"Hiccup?" she whispered, slowly sitting up. She locked eyes with her worried friend, and her sobs renewed. _"Hiccup!"_

Panicked, Hiccup raced over to his best friend and locked his arms around her. Toothless scampered up seconds later, warbling worriedly. A sudden scent caught his attention and the Night Fury looked out across the water, a threating rumble starting in his throat.

Hiccup took one look at the black eye of his friend and his entire body chilled with a frozen fury. Only one person could send Sunset into such a state, and by the way their dragon was snarling at the water, he finally knew why his best friend had been acting oddly.

He only wished he had figured it out sooner.

…

When the sun rose over Berk, Sunset woke up in her bed. Hiccup was snoozing in a chair beside her, and she gently prodded him. "Hiccup?"

Snorting softly, Hiccup tiredly opened his eyes. He quickly became alert when he saw that Sunset was also up. He reached out to grab her hand. "Are you okay?"

"Not really," she admitted, exhausted. "I'm sorry for everything."

"No, I shouldn't have gone off on you like that." Hiccup frowned. "But why didn't you say anything?"

"He told me not to," she said bitterly. "I can train dragons and fight Dagur the Deranged. But I'm too scared to truly stand up to Moonlight."

"Hey, stop that," said Hiccup sharply. "Whatever he told you, forget about it."

"I'll try." She smiled softly. "Thank you. How'd you know where I was?"

"Gobber told me he hadn't seen you all day. Toothless and I went looking for you, because we were worried."

The words had just left his mouth when there was a heavy pounding on the stairs. Toothless soon appeared, and he wasted no time in happily licking Sunset. Giggling, she wrapped her arms around him. "Thanks, Toothless." She stroked his head and glanced at Hiccup. "So…Gobber?"

A smirk crossed his face. "He and my dad are tracking down Moonlight. They have some words for him."

Sunset's eyes were calculative. "Hiccup?"

"Yeah?"

"Will you help me find Moonlight? I've got a few words for him myself."

Hiccup stood up, bringing Sunset with him. "Absolutely."

They brought Toothless outside and they soon took to the blue skies. Sunset was at the reins, and she scanned the water below with sharp eyes. After a few minutes of flight she caught sight of Moonlight's boat, drifting in the middle of the sea. "Toothless, bring me down."

Toothless obeyed, and he hovered directly above the small boat. Moonlight gave a shout of surprise and Sunset dropped down into the boat. Hiccup moved to the front, and his eyes glowered at the man that caused his best friend so much grief.

"First thing," snapped Sunset, glaring down at Moonlight. "Stoick is not foolish. He's the best chief ever. You, on the other hand, are absolutely horrible. And I've got somethings to say I should have said a long time ago."

"Girl-"

"Shut up," interjected Hiccup.

Moonlight grit his teeth as the Night Fury growled at him. Sunset snapped her fingers, causing him to look back at her. "I am not useless," she said strongly. "I may not be the strongest, I may not be the most ferocious, but I am not useless. There are many different types of Vikings out there, and I'll be damned if I ever turn out to be like you." She jabbed a finger into his chest. "You're full of hate and you believe everything you believe is the only way to do things. But the world is changing around you, and it's not how you want it to be."

"Someone finally developed a backbone," said Moonlight bitingly. "What are you going to do, sink my ship?"

"No."

Surprised, Sunset looked up to see Stoick and Gobber on Thornado. The expression on Stoick's face was one of the utmost rage. Berk's Chief dropped into the boat, causing it to rock slightly. There was now a spark of uncertainty in Moonlight's eyes as he regarded Stoick.

"That girl," growled Stoick, pointing at the startled Sunset, "will not sink your boat, because that is not how she works. She spent the most of this week helping you sail off, and you repay her by treating her like she's nothing more than the mud on your shoe."

"You can count yourself lucky she didn't tell us you were here earlier," said Gobber darkly. "You wouldn't have made it this far."

"If I ever see you step foot on Berk soil again, you won't make it off alive," threatened Stoick, eyes flaring. "I've been too passive with your handling of Sunset. No more. I will make up for my years of negligence. You are hereby banished from Berk. Do you hear me?"

Moonlight bristled, hands tightening around his oars. "Loud and clear," he hissed.

"The only reason I'm not knocking your teeth out is because she's here," voiced Gobber.

Stoick nodded curtly. "Get out of here."

Shooting Moonlight one last glare, Sunset pushed herself behind Hiccup. And when they flew off, she didn't look back.

They landed outside the Haddock residence and they all dismounted. Sunset stood in front of the two adults, an apprehensive expression on her face. "Do I need to explain?"

"We get the gist of it all," spoke Stoick. His face was serious as he set a firm hand on her shoulder. "You should have come to us."

"I know." She rubbed the back of her neck. "I figured it would probably go easier if I dealt with it myself. And you know Moonlight."

"Unfortunately," grumbled Gobber. He studied Sunset's black eye and his mood only worsened. "I should have run him through."

"Don't worry about it." Sunset smiled tiredly. "It's over, and if he dares to show his face again I swear I'll really give it to him."

Gobber's eyes flashed with approval. "Good girl."

Taking a quick breath, Sunset asked the question she needed to ask. "So…there's one thing I can't exactly forget. Moonlight told me my mother left not solely because of him, but because she didn't want a kid."

Stoick closed his eyes. Sunset smiled solemnly. "Yeah. Figures." She removed her helmet and twirled it in her hands. "Guess I'm going to have to find a new helmet."

"I'm afraid rearing a child wasn't in Dawn's plans," said Gobber carefully, his heart going to the girl. "You already had to deal with Moonlight. We thought it would be best if you didn't know of Dawn's fear of family life."

"It's okay," she replied, and she meant it. "I guess I didn't hit the jackpot when it came to parents. But I have you, so it's all good."

Hiccup nudged her shoulder. "You okay?"

"I will be."

After all, she had spent almost fourteen years with Moonlight. She would be fine.

…

On the afternoon of her fifteenth birthday, Sunset could not help but be slightly suspicious as her best friend ushered towards the Great Hall. "What are we doing?"

"Just hanging out," replied Hiccup. "It'll be fun."

They reached the top of the stone steps and Hiccup lingered, allowing his best friend to push open the doors. She jumped with a startled shriek as the entire village population shouted, _"Surprise!"_

Sunset gaped for a solid second before whirling around and pointing accusingly at Hiccup. "You!"

But she was smiling. Hiccup grinned. "It's your birthday. You know I had to do something."

"Of course." Sunset hugged him tightly. "Thank you. For everything."

"Always."

Sunset made her way through the crowd, pausing to accept the birthday wishes of her fellow Berkians. She found her friends at the back of the hall and laughed as they tackled her in a group hug. They gave her their presents, and Sunset could feel warmth spreading through her stomach.

"Hey," Astrid said when the party was in full swing. "I just realized. Where's your helmet?"

Sunset flushed. "It's a long story. I'll tell you later."

"Much later," spoke Gobber, coming up behind the girl. "I have to steal the birthday girl for a moment."

Sunset let Gobber steer her outside. She eyed him curiously. "What's up?"

"I know you've had a rough week. I just want to say that you don't have to be ashamed of helping him. It's more than what any of us would have done, and it's what makes you you. He didn't win in any way, because you refused to let your morals be compromised."

He removed a hand from behind his back and held out a new helmet. It was gold plated with a silver rim, and it had Gobber's family crest engraved in the middle. Two short horns protruded from each side. Gobber grinned. "Don't worry, I found the horns on the ground. No yaks were harmed in the making of this helmet."

Sunset gave a watery laugh, her eyes blurring with touched tears. She set the helmet carefully over her red hair. "Thank you, Gobber."

He gave a one-armed hug. "It's my pleasure."

No matter what Moonlight said or did, Sunset knew it would never break her spirit. She had no reason to fear a man who wanted the world to run his way, she knew that now. He was not her father, and she would not be so compliant if he ever made another appearance in her life. As for Dawn, she would reserve judgement. Her mother's helmet would rest underneath her bed, until she was able to return it or experience first-hand who Dawn was as a person.

Her parents may not have wanted her, but there were tons of people who did. As far as Sunset was concerned, that was all that mattered.
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**Saving a Scauldron**

"I've got a question for you."

Hiccup moved his gaze from the crystal blue sky to focus on the back of his best friend's head. "And that would be?"

"Why are we searching _for _the Screaming Death?" asked Sunset, glancing over her shoulder. "We haven't seen or heard any sign of it for a while."

"Which is why I'm worried," replied Hiccup. "Who knows what that thing could be doing? It's best if we get to it before it gets to us."

"We'll see how that goes," muttered Sunset, returning her eyes forwards.

Fishlegs and the twins flew near them, all of them searching for any sign of the Screaming Death. But they had already been out for a bit, and so far they weren't having any luck.

"_Whooo!"_

Hiccup stared in annoyance as the twins flew Barf and Belch in a series of loop-de-loops. "Excuse me, we are on a mission here."

The Zippleback levelled out beside them and Tuffnut frowned. "But it's so boring."

"At least try and help us look," snapped Fishlegs. Turning to Hiccup and Sunset, he asked in a low voice, "Why did we get stuck with them again?"

"Because it was either them or Snotlout, and for me it is not that difficult of a choice," said Hiccup feelingly.

Sunset rolled her eyes. She was about to make a comment when she noticed a familiar island up ahead, rapidly getting closer. "We have reached Changewing Island."

"And this is where I'm going to remind you all of a few things," said Hiccup, though he was looking pointedly at the twins. "These dragons are ill-tempered and quick to attack. They are territorial and invisible, which makes them a difficult enemy."

"So…we should get them agitated?" asked Ruffnut hopefully.

"The opposite," interjected Sunset. "We leave them be and try to be as quick and quiet as we can."

"_Rooooar!"_

Everyone paused as the distant, almost desperate dragon shriek reached their ears. Sunset frowned in concern and squinted in the direction the sound came from, though she couldn't make anything out. "That didn't sound good."

"Not at all," agreed Hiccup. "Let's go."

"I thought we were going to leave them alone," cried Fishlegs.

"Slight change of plans," returned Sunset.

Biting his lower nip nervously, Fishlegs reluctantly guided Meatlug to follow after his friends. When they closed in on the island and swerved past some trees, they could see a Scauldron thrashing about in a clearing.

"Scauldron's aren't supposed to be on land," said Fishlegs in confusion.

"Maybe it's taking a vacation," suggested Tuffnut.

"I was thinking more along the lines of luring foolish dragon riders towards it so it can blast us all with scalding hot water."

"Come on, guys. We have to see if it needs help," insisted Sunset.

Hiccup nodded. "She's right. Let's land."

They landed a few feet away from the Scauldron and Sunset could see the rocks that pinned its wing to the ground. The twins hopped off of Barf and Belch and inched closer, eyes wide with awe. "This guy could do some serious damage," breathed Ruffnut.

Tapping his chin in thought, Fishlegs surveyed the landscape. He spotted the cliff near the dragon had been split in half, and hundreds of rocks plugged the split. "I think there was an earthquake, and the Scauldron got trapped by those rocks before it could reach water."

"This is serious," muttered Hiccup. "A Tidal-Class dragon can't stay out in the sun for very long. If its skin dries up, it's in trouble."

"Okay, yes, I can feel for it," said Fishlegs nervously. "But I'd like to remind everyone that we are between a Scauldron who can spew hot poisonous death and an island full of Changewings who can spray acid death."

"Not different from any other day," quipped Sunset. "You guys keep an eye out for Changewings. Hiccup and I will see what we can do."

"If we have to," grumbled Ruffnut.

Sunset and Hiccup cautiously approached the trapped Scauldron. "Watch Toothless," instructed Hiccup. "I'll see if I can calm it down."

Nodding, Sunset squatted down and wrapped her arms around Toothless' head. Toothless relaxed slightly at her touch, but kept wary eyes as his boy approached the not-happy Scauldron.

"Hey, big guy," said Hiccup softly, slowly extending his right arm. "You're in quite the mess, aren't you?"

The Scauldron reared back, snarling. Hiccup took a few steps back. "Right. Stupid question. But we're here to help. So what about it?"

The Scauldron inspected Hiccup for a moment, eyes narrowing. It's mouth then filled up, a warning sign that it was about to fire. Hiccup wasted no time in racing for the nearest rock. He launched himself over it just as the Scauldron fired. Sunset flinched as her friend narrowly missed being struck by a spray of hot water.

"Well. That went well," she said sarcastically.

"Not helping," snapped Hiccup, slowly peering over the edge of the rock. "Ideas please."

"Related to this particular moment," added Fishlegs when Tuffnut opened his mouth.

The blonde blinked and rethought what to say before opening his mouth again. "We could blast the rocks off of his wings."

"No, that's too much of a risk," shot down Hiccup. "We might hurt it."

"Well, it's agitated right now," mused Fishlegs. "If we splash water on it, we might be able to calm him down."

"Good idea!" declared Hiccup. "Sun and I will watch while you guys get the water. You might have to make a quick detour to Berk for some buckets."

Their friends flew off, and it was a little bit later when they returned, buckets loaded with water. "Incoming!" hollered Tuffnut as Barf and Belch made a beeline for the Scauldron.

Roaring softly, the Scauldron jerked his wing up, knocking it into the twins. Tuffnut was dislodged from his seat and the Zippleback flew back into Meatlug, sending them all careening towards the ground. Sunset yelped in panic and Hiccup climbed onto Toothless, who flew up quickly to rescue Tuffnut. The others crashed into the ground, dazed and soaking wet.

Sunset let out a sigh of relief. "That did not go as planned."

Once Toothless landed, Hiccup dismounted and went to help Fishlegs to his feet. "Now what?"

Fishlegs shrugged helplessly. "If he won't let us help, then what can we do?"

"We have to do something!" insisted Sunset.

The Scauldron was breathing heavily, now laying on the ground. Hiccup bit his lip, coming to a heavy conclusion. "If we go any further, it's at danger to us and the dragons," he decided. "This time, I'm afraid nature has to take its course. Let's go, guys."

They reluctantly climbed onto their dragons, and Hiccup was not surprised to see Sunset standing rigidly ahead of him, a stubborn expression on her face. "I'm not leaving him!"

"We have to go," said Hiccup sharply. "I want to help, I really do, but if he's not willing to accept it then it is pointless."

"I'm staying here."

Sighing wearily, Hiccup ordered, "Pick her up, bud."

But Toothless did not move. He was staring sadly at the Scauldron, along with the other dragons. Fishlegs attempted to make Meatlug fly, but she stayed rooted to the ground. "They don't want to go anymore than Sunset does."

"You can't let them push you around like that," dismissed Tuffnut. "Show them who the boss is! Let's go!"

The twins pulled on their dragon's horns, but Barf and Belch shook their heads wildly, flinging their humans off of the saddles. Ruffnut hit the ground and slid dangerously close to the Scauldron. Slowly, she pushed herself up from the ground and stared at the massive dragon.

Snarling, the Scauldron lifted his head up high. Gulping nervously, Ruffnut got to her feet and stood in place, unsure of what to do. Hiccup cupped his hands around his mouth and ordered lowly, "Do not move, Ruff."

"Got it," she squeaked.

The Scauldron shot his head forwards, so that his face was touching Ruffnut's petrified one. She could feel his heavy breathing on her face, and it was growing increasingly difficult to stay still. Barf and Belch, upon seeing the wild dragon so close to their rider, roared threateningly and charged forwards. The Scauldron lifted his head for a brief moment to cut the charging Zippleback off with a boiling water blast.

Barf and Belch dodged it, skidding backwards slightly. Sunset hurried in front of them and held her hands out in a placating manner. "Guys! Settle down. She's okay."

The Scauldron was back to sniffing Ruffnut, but there wasn't any threating intent to his actions. He seemed curious, almost interested as he sniffed and rubbed against the girl. Hiccup arched an eyebrow, at a loss. "Alright. Colour me confused."

"Hey, sis! You finally got a date!" cackled Tuffnut.

Fishlegs stared in bewilderment. "I wonder why he's sniffing her like that."

"It looks like he likes her hair," noticed Sunset.

Hiccup tried to approach the dragon, but the Scauldron reared his head slightly and glared at him, snarling warningly. He quickly backtracked. "Well, it's a bit of an improvement, I suppose. But why does he like her hair so much?"

Tuffnut shrugged, dropping down to sit on the ground. "Your guess is as good as mine. She fills it with fish oil."

Sunset's eyes grew wide. "Ruff?"

"Yeah," she confirmed, turning her head slightly, trying not to agitate the dragon. "It is how I can make my hair as greasy as I want it."

"Scauldrons are from the ocean," said Sunset slowly. "The scent of her hair must be comforting to him."

Hiccup nodded, determined. "If it keeps him calm, then we'll work with it. Let's free that dragon. Move back, guys."

When they were a decent distance from Ruffnut and the Scauldron, Hiccup called, "Ruffnut, train the Scauldron!"

Baffled, the blonde managed to restrain herself from whipping her head around. "Are you crazy?" she demanded. "I can't do that!"

"Why not?" asked Hiccup. "You did it with Barf."

"He's only half of a dragon!" she protested.

"Then just remember the classes at the academy!"

Ruffnut blinked. "You mean the stuff we do in the arena? Yeah, I don't really pay attention."

Hiccup sighed in exasperation. "Oh, for the love of Thor."

"You have to bond first! Give him a name!" shouted Sunset.

"Uh…I-Want-To-Live?"

Tuffnut shook his head. "No! Go with Death Machine!"

Hiccup ran his hand down his face. "Something more positive, please."

"Scauldy?" suggested Ruffnut hesitantly.

Sunset flashed a thumps-up. "Good!"

Taking a breath, Ruffnut faced the dragon. "Hey there, Scauldy."

To her awe and delight, Scauldy looked her curiously. "Okay! Um…interesting place for a vacation, Scauldy. Did you have fun?"

Scauldy snorted slightly.

"We have to hurry," whispered Fishlegs. "His skin is getting dry."

"Do the hand thing," advised Sunset.

"Oh, okay." Ruffnut took a slow step forwards. "We're going to do our best to get you out of here, okay?" she said softly, closing her eyes and extending her right hand. "So please don't kill-"

There was a dry, scratchy sensation on the palm of her hand. Opening her eyes, Ruffnut stared in wonder as Scauldy pushed lightly against her fingers. She rested both hands against the dragon's muzzle. "Hey, Scauldy!"

"Here we go." Hiccup smiled. "Let's go."

"But what about the Changewings?" protested Fishlegs.

"We have our chance to help this Scauldron, and we're going to do it," said Sunset firmly.

Scauldy rumbled uneasily as the group approached him. Ruffnut patted him in reassurance. "I know they seem like dorks, but they just want to help."

Toothless paused as an uneasy sensation filled him. Eyes narrowing, he turned to see Changewing appearing on the rocks just behind Hiccup and Sunset, who had their backs turned. Roaring in warning, he darted forwards and the knocked the two away from being struck by a harmful acid spray.

"Oh Thor!" cried Fishlegs in fear as Changewings appeared all around them. Their dragons snarled and surrounded their riders, ready to defend and attack.

"Awesome!" said Tuffnut excitedly.

"Not awesome," snapped Fishlegs. "There's too many of them!"

Just as the words left his mouth a fire blast came from the sky, striking near a cluster of Changewings and sending them scattering. They looked up to see Snotlout and Astrid flying towards them on their dragons.

"Reinforcements!" whooped Sunset.

Stormfly and Hookfang immediately took up defense positions against the injured Scauldron. Scauldy roared and thrashed his good wing about. As Ruffnut attempted to calm him, Astrid and Snotlout landed near Hiccup and Sunset.

"How come a simple search mission turns into something more deadly for you?" she asked dryly, looking down at them from her perch on Stormfly.

Sunset grinned sheepishly. "If you ever find the answer to that, let us know."

"Okay, short story is that we need to help free Scauldy," said Hiccup quickly, searching the area for any more Changewings.

Astrid arched an eyebrow. "Say what now?"

"Ruffnut named the dragon Scauldy and we need to hurry and free it before the Changewings come back with friends!" said Fishlegs frantically.

"So let's move these boulders," ordered Hiccup.

"Ruff, keep Scauldy occupied," added Sunset.

They all took into the air, save for Tuffnut, who could not fly Barf and Belch without his sister. He found a seat near the Scauldron and watched as his sister tried to think of a way to keep her new friend calm and focussed on her. "Try doing your Hiccup impression!" he called.

Ruffnut brightened. "Ooh, yeah!" When Scauldy lowered his head down back to hers, she deepened her voice and said, "Hello there, friendly dragon. I am here to train you. Don't mind my missing foot, it just fell off."

Hiccup was indigent. "Excuse me, it did _not_ fall off!"

Sunset resisted the urge to laugh. "Try something else, Ruff!"

"Sing!" cheered Tuffnut.

"Ugh. Okay. Hush little dragon, don't say a word. Ruffnut's gonna get you a whole sheep herd."

Sunset wrinkled her nose. "I want a new song," she muttered under her breath.

As Ruffnut distracted the dragon with a song, the other dragons removed the rocks from his wing. When the song was done, the rocks were gone and Scauldy realized the lack of weight. He moved his wing experimentally, and immediately cried out in pain.

Fishlegs frowned deeply. "Uh-oh."

Hiccup flew Toothless down below and dismounted. He inspected the broken wing intently. "It looks simple enough. Maybe we can give it a splint to help him swim and fly."

"Giant dragon splint, here we come!" shouted Snotlout.

The teens took some time to gather some large pieces of wood and vines. They brought everything back to Scauldy. "Astrid, Snotlout, go keep an eye out for Changewings," ordered Hiccup, picking up some vines and moving over to the Scauldron's wing.

"Hurray, more Snotlout time," grumbled Astrid.

Snotlout put his hands on his hips, following after her. "You're not exactly a gem to be with either, Miss Blondie."

They set off to do their given job. Ruffnut kept Scauldy distracted by petting him. The teens lied the pieces of wood in the required spots and tied them together with the vines. It wasn't long before Astrid and Snotlout returned.

"Seriously?" complained Hiccup.

Astrid nodded grimly. "A whole flock, about five minutes out. They're not bothering to camouflage themselves, either."

"Fishlegs?" pressed Sunset.

"Almost there," he called, struggling to tie the final vine. But it snapped before he could knot it properly, rendering it too short to connect together. "It broke!"

Ruffnut gasped in horror. "Now what?"

"We don't have time!" cried Snotlout, staring at the approaching Changewings.

"We have to leave!" cried Hiccup. "On your dragons!"

Everyone mounted their dragons, with the exception of Ruffnut and Sunset. Ruffnut held on tight to Scauldy, and Sunset stood near them, eyes calculating as she thought frantically. "Girls!" shouted Hiccup. "We have to go! _Now!_"

"I am not leaving him!" cried Ruffnut.

Tuffnut felt a burst of sympathy to his sister. "Sis, I know. But…"

Astrid looked over her shoulder, eyes narrowing as the flock of red came closer with each passing second. Soon they would be on top of the group. "We need to do something, right now!"

Sensing the danger, Scauldy pushed Ruffnut away, in the direction of Barf and Belch. Desperate, Ruffnut tugged on her long braids. Sunset caught sight of the gesture and her eyes lit up. "Ruffnut!"

Ruffnut looked at her, and for the first time in her life, she knew exactly what the redhead was thinking. "I got it!"

Sunset raced over to Toothless and climbed on behind Hiccup. Ruffnut removed a dagger from her vest and used it to cut off her braids. The others watched in awe and disbelief as she used her braids as rope, finishing up the dragon splint. Scauldy lifted his wing, and roared softly in happiness when he felt hardly any pain.

"Go!" ordered Hiccup.

Ruffnut sprinted over to her brother and dragon and climbed into her saddle. They all took to the sky, seconds before the Changewings burst into the clearing where they had just been. Scauldy wasted no time in diving into the water, shrieking gleefully as he swam through the gentle waves.

"Awesome work, Ruff!" complimented Sunset.

Ruffnut smiled, looking down at the Scauldron. Her super short blonde locks barely brushed her ears, but she didn't mind. "Thanks."

"Seriously," agreed Hiccup with a smile. "I'm proud of you."

"Let's go home," sighed Astrid, though she smiled down at the free Scauldron. "It's been a long day."

"One sec."

Ruffnut nudged Barf, signalling him to lower his head. She was brought just above the water's surface and she reached out a hand. Scauldy stuck his head above the water, skin now looking healthy. She stroked his muzzle fondly.

"Visit anytime, Scauldy. I'll kick Tuffnut out so you can have a place to stay. I'm going to miss you."

Scauldy gave a soft purr, nudging against Ruffnut's fingers before diving back under the water. Tuffnut smirked at his sister as they flew back up to join the others. "Have I ever told you that you look like a boy?"

Ruffnut glared at him. "Have I ever told you that you look like a girl?"

Sunset smiled. "We may not have found the Screaming Death, but I think we found something way better."

"Definitely," agreed Hiccup.

Today was a day they would all remember. For it was the day Ruffnut Thorston trained her second dragon.


	15. Don't Get Stung!

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Don't Get Stung!**

Hiccup was in the middle of a lecture on how to achieve proper wind control when his best friend elbowed him in the side. When he looked at her in confusion she said, "You lost them."

He looked at their friends, who were slumped against their dragons and obviously not paying attention. He let out a huff of annoyance and crossed his arms. _"Hey!"_

"Wha?" slurred Snotlout, jolting awake.

"Look, I get that none of you want to be here. I don't even want to be here," said Hiccup in annoyance. "But we need to train, so let's just get this over with."

"Or we could just go home," suggested Snotlout. "That's an option we hardly ever take."

Sunset craned her neck up and glanced through the metal caging. A fierce wind howled across Berk, bringing along a flurry of snow. "I have to admit, I'm tired."

"That's not really helping," sighed Hiccup.

"Come on, Hiccup. It's been weeks since we've properly been outside." Sunset gestured above. "The weather's insane. It's difficult to keep focus."

Astrid pointed at the redhead. "Amen to that."

The doors to the academy were suddenly forced open, letting in a burst of frigid air that nearly knocked Sunset off of her feet. Stoick strode inside and shut the doors quickly, shivering slightly. "It's freezing out there," he exclaimed, brushing snowflakes out of his beard.

"Thanks for the weather report," deadpanned Hiccup. "Anything else?"

Stoick shot him a look. "Yes, actually. Trader Johann hasn't reported to Berk and I fear he's been trapped in this storm. If that's the case, he's not going to make the night."

Sunset sprung forwards, hands wrapping eagerly around Hiccup's shoulders. "We can go look for him!"

"Definitely! Please!" begged Hiccup.

Stoick glanced over his son's shoulders at the other teens and dragons, who were currently fighting with one another out of restlessness. "Lock the door behind you," he replied and headed back outside.

Sunset high-fived her friend. "Yes! Sweet freedom!"

…

The duo were soon soaring through the grey skies, Sunset squinting against the mass of snow that flew at their faces. "Cold! It's very cold!"

"It's also dark," added Hiccup, unable to see anything. "Toothless, help us find our way."

Toothless let out a sonic roar, and thanks to the bright plasma rings his humans were able to see thick blocks of ice covering most of the ocean. Sunset's eyes widened. "Whoa."

"That explains why Johann is late," muttered Hiccup.

They flew close to the ice for a moment, startled higher in the air by an odd scuttling sound from below. Sunset could make out a shadowy figures disappearing into the icy mist. "What was that?"

"Don't know, don't want to know," her friend answered.

Toothless let out another roar and suddenly focussed his attention in a certain direction. "Did you find something?" asked Hiccup. When Toothless nodded, he said, "Lead the way."

It grew very late by the time the teens managed to locate Johann's ship, trapped between chunks of ice in the dark water. "Johann!" called Sunset.

Johann brightened. "Oh, you two are quite the sight for sore eyes!"

"Hop on," said Hiccup, lowering Toothless so that Johann was able to climb aboard.

"I've never seen this in all my years," remarked Johann, peering below as they took off into the sky, flying back to Berk. "I was almost tempted to just walk back to Berk."

The flight back home was long, lasting throughout the night and into the next morning. Johann was more than happy to regale them with tales of his past voyages, all of which Sunset knew he had made up. Both teens were relieved when they saw their island loom into view and Johann finally finished his latest story.

They landed in the middle of the village and dismounted. Hiccup and Sunset looked around, completely confused when there wasn't a Viking in sight. "Why is it really quiet?" whispered Sunset.

"I don't know," returned Hiccup. Louder, he called, "Hello? Anyone here? Did we miss something?"

There was no answer. They checked Hiccup's house, but there was no sign of Stoick. They checked Sunset's house, but there was no sign of Gobber. They looked through all the huts, but no one was home. Even the academy was empty.

"What in Thor's name is going on?" said Hiccup in bewilderment, hands on his hips as he looked up and down the village.

"I don't know, but I don't like it," said Johann nervously.

Sunset spotted something moving in the house across the way and pulled on Hiccup's sleeve. "In there!"

"Wait here," Hiccup instructed Johann. The two teens and Toothless made their way to the house and slipped inside.

As they moved about quietly, Sunset happened to look up. Her eyes widened at the bulking figure falling down from the ceiling. She stepped out of the way just in time and winced as the person who landed let out a groan of pain.

"Wait a minute-_Fishlegs?_" cried Hiccup.

Fishlegs jumped to his feet and embraced them both. "I'm so happy to see you!" he wailed.

"Same here," wheezed Hiccup.

Fishlegs set them down and Sunset straightened out her vest. "Where is everybody?" she asked.

"It was the Speed Stingers," whispered Fishlegs. "It happened after you guys left. Speed Stingers don't fly, but they're really fast. They're scavengers, taking whatever food they can find. One sting from them can paralyze a dragon or Viking in an instant. They move in a pack, following their leader. By the time Chief ordered us all to the cove, the village was overrun."

Hiccup's eyes widened. "But where did the Speed Stingers go?"

Fishlegs shrugged helplessly. "When the sun came up they disappeared. They come out at night."

Sunset frowned. "Well, how come you aren't at the cove?"

Fishlegs' shoulders slumped. He motioned for them to follow and walked outside. He led them to a house, where Meatlug was frozen on the roof. "She tried to make a diversion for me to escape," he said sadly. "I couldn't leave her."

Johann came up behind them and blinked up at the Gronkle. "Huh. Odd how we missed that."

"Johann, see if you can help Fishlegs get her down," ordered Sunset.

The two went onto the roof and started pushing the heavy dragon. A bout of gas escaped the dragon and Johann, dazed by the smell, toppled off the roof. Fishlegs beamed. "Hey, she moved! That means the paralysis is only temporary!"

Toothless flew his friends onto the roof. Sunset climbed off and peered down at Johann, who lay in a wooden wagon. "Are you okay?"

"Just fine!" he called back.

Hiccup studied Meatlug intently. "So what's the deal with this paralysis?"

"I'm not sure how long it lasts," admitted Fishlegs. "There's nothing about it in the Book of Dragons. I don't even know how the Speed Stingers got here."

"The ocean is frozen solid, so that's probably how they got across," spoke Sunset. "We should get to the cove."

With a mighty heave they managed to get Meatlug down from the roof. They put her in the wagon and with Johann's help they lugged the dragon to the cove. They entered through the slit in the rock, where they immediately noticed dozens of Vikings and dragons frozen.

Hiccup and Sunset moved through the cove, and the boy's face fell at the sight of his frozen father, standing in a defensive position on top of a rock. "Dad."

Sunset crouched next to Thornado and stroked him soothingly. "It's okay, bud."

"He didn't go down easy," spoke Gobber, coming to stand next to Hiccup. "Took six of those things to take him down."

"We should have been here to help," said Hiccup guiltily.

Gobber clapped him on the back. "Don't be silly. There were too many of them to take on. If it weren't for your father, they'd have taken all of our food."

"Guys!"

Astrid hurried over and embraced the two.

"Astrid!" exclaimed Hiccup. "How's everyone?"

The blonde smirked. "Okay for the most part." She pointed to the twins, who were harassing a frozen Snotlout.

"Leave him alone!" Sunset said sternly, and the pair reluctantly complied.

"So what do we do now?" whined Ruffnut.

Hiccup rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "Well, we need to find the Speed Stinger nest. Since they come out at night, we need to find it before sundown."

"Sounds like fun," quipped Astrid.

"Mount up, guys," ordered Hiccup.

"Wait! You're not going without me!"

Fishlegs rolled his eyes and looked at Snotlout, who was stiff as a board but had regained his ability to speak. "How are you going to do that? Hold onto Hookfang with your teeth?"

The group went to gather some weapons from the ones saved from the village. Sunset and Hiccup slung their respective shields over their shoulders and Astrid picked up an axe. They were distracted from their supply gathering when Snotlout declared, "Introducing Guslout!"

The teens looked to see Gustav operating Snotlout's arms and legs. Astrid sighed and looked at Hiccup. "We probably need all the help we can get."

"Oh, fine," grumbled Hiccup. "This will go well."

"Yes!" Snotlout grinned victoriously.

"Okay, we're going to search all possible Speed Stinger hideouts," informed Hiccup. "Saddle up."

"Got it!" said Gustav cheerfully. He maneuvered Snotlout towards his dragon, which wasn't an easy feat.

Astrid shook her head. "That disaster aside, do we have a plan?"

"Fishlegs said that the Speed Stingers move in a pack, following a leader," explained Hiccup. "If we capture the leader, we can use it to lure the rest of them away."

"Sounds easy enough," replied Astrid.

"Let's move, people!"

A few minutes later they took to the skies and flew to Berk, beginning an intense search for the Speed Stinger nest. They gathered two hours later for a report, but no one had found anything. Hiccup sighed in irritation. "Where could they be? Are we sure we checked everywhere?"

Sunset glanced at Snotlout, whose eyes were darting about. "Snotlout, did you check your caves?" she asked gently.

"Of course I-! No…I didn't."

"Alright, off to the caves we go," said Hiccup with a roll of his eyes.

Astrid brought the cage and they flew to the caves. Hiccup and Sunset entered the cave, where they could see the horde of Speed Stingers. The leader was hanging from the ceiling, fast asleep. Hiccup used the rope in his shield to tie up the leader and Toothless brought him down.

"Careful," whispered Sunset.

They were almost out of the cave when they heard rustling behind them. "They're awake," whispered Hiccup. "We need to get the leader into the cage-"

_Snap!_

The two teens jumped back as the rope snapped, the leader springing free. Toothless fired a few plasma blasts at the Speed Stinger to keep it at bay. Hookfang appeared from above and startled members of the pack away from the two teens.

"He's too fast!" cried Fishlegs, hovering just above them.

"But a Night Fury is faster," returned Sunset, holding her shield in front of her to protect herself against the stings.

Toothless kept on the Stinger's tail, but soon the pack was flooding out of the cave to assist. Sunset hopped onto Toothless and Hiccup climbed behind her. "Astrid, follow us!" she called, urging Toothless into the sky.

Astrid obeyed, following after her friends. Toothless used his plasma blasts to corner the leader closer to the cage and Stormfly used a fire blast to knock the Speed Stinger inside. Astrid leaned down and flipped the lock shut.

"We got him!"

Stormfly landed on top of the cage, but before they could go anywhere the Speed Stingers surrounded them, zipping back and forth at rapid pace.

"There's too many of them!" cried Sunset.

A thunderous roar sounded from above, the sound waves sending the Speed Stingers scattering. Hiccup looked up and beamed at the sight of his father coming to their aid on Thornado. "Dad!"

"You didn't think I'd let you have fun without me, did you?" asked Stoick, landing near them. He glared at the leader, who snarled at him. "Get this thing off of my island."

Hiccup grinned. "You heard the chief!"

Astrid flew to the sky, with Hiccup and Sunset flying behind her. They flew across the water, with the dragons running across the ice. Toothless kept the loyal Speed Stingers from getting too close to the cage, but one was too fast and latched on, stinging Stormfly in the process.

"We got the cage!" hollered Sunset. "Ruff and Tuff, help out Astrid!"

Toothless grabbed hold of the cage and flew ahead. The two teens used their shields to block the Speed Stingers' attacks. Hiccup grinned when one bounced off of his metal leg. "This thing is useful for something."

"Approaching the ice bridge!" called Sunset.

One Speed Stinger jumped up and managed to land a blow to the prosthetic tailfin, causing it to fold inwards. "We're going down!" shouted Hiccup as they careened sharply for the ice. The cage shattered upon impact and the leader was freed.

Toothless, Sunset and Hiccup got to their feet. Hiccup clicked his trigger and groaned. "Out of bolas."

Toothless tried to fire, but was unable to. Sunset winced. "And no more plasma. Wonderful."

The two tensed as the Speed Stingers inched towards them, but before they could too close a rain of fire came down from above. "Yeah!" whooped Snotlout as the ice bridge melted in two, cutting the Speed Stingers off from his friends and his village.

"Go Snotlout!" cheered Sunset.

Hiccup grinned. "Nice job!"

The redhead glanced at her friend. "So…that's done."

"Almost," he agreed. "We just have to clean up the village, wait for the paralysis to wear off of everyone and bring Johann back to his ship once the ice all melts."

Sunset laughed.

"Hey, at least the hard part is done."
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**Dragon Brawl**

"You think everyone heard the horn?"

Sunset sat behind her best friend on Toothless, the trio soaring through the early morning sky. Hiccup had just finished blowing the emergency horn, which signified a Screaming Death sighting. Today was a drill to see how fast the other riders could get to their assigned locations to make sure they were prepared for a real Screaming Death attack.

"Don't see how they couldn't," replied Hiccup. "But I don't expect to see the twins. They probably forgot what the sound of the horn means."

The two were heading towards the docks, where their assignment was, and Sunset spotted an odd sight a distance away, in the direction of the Great Hall. She squinted and let out a groan. "Hiccup. Astrid, Snotlout and their dragons are at it again."

Hiccup snapped his head around and stared with wide eyes as the tussling dragons careened for the ground. "Oh, for-_knock it off!_"

He quickly turned Toothless around and flew after the bickering pair. But they didn't intercept them in time and Hookfang and Stormfly crashed right through the doors and into the Great Hall. Toothless landed by the stone steps as Vikings fled out of the building in terror.

Sunset winced. "Ooh. That's not good."

"Annnnd cue my father in three…two…one," deadpanned Hiccup.

"_Hiccccuuuppp!"_

Stoick stormed through the village, a ticked-off expression on his face. The other teens, having heard the commotion, flew over on their dragons while Astrid and Snotlout filed out of the Great Hall with Stormfly and Hookfang.

"This is all your fault," groused Snotlout.

Astrid glared. "Shut up, it's _your _fault!"

"The both of you shut up!" hissed Hiccup.

"_Line up!"_

At Stoick's order the teens hastily scrambled to get into a straight line, feet together and arms flat against their sides. Stoick and Gobber approached, the latter looking faintly amused by what had just occurred. Stoick, on the other hand, was not impressed.

"I thought this was a Screaming Death attack drill," he said testily. "Not a simulation of what the Screaming Death would do! You're tearing apart my village!"

"It was just the Great Hall," pointed out Sunset. At the sharp glare he sent her, she coughed and muttered, "Never mind."

"It was supposed to be a drill," insisted Hiccup. "But _something _went wrong," he said snappishly, shooting a slight scowl at Astrid and Snotlout, who were too busy glaring at each other. "Sorry."

"Sorry doesn't fix the hole in the floor Stormfly made," said Gobber bluntly.

"Exactly," said Stoick, crossing his arms and leaning forwards. "Which brings us to your punishment."

Sunset and Hiccup flinched. _Oh, Thor._

…

Standing amongst Mildew's abandoned cabbage field, the teens and their dragons stared around with wrinkled noses. Fishlegs picked up a loose cabbage and immediately dropped it once he smelt the rotten stench of the spoiled vegetable.

"This is disgusting."

"Don't eat it," said Sunset warningly, turning to look at the twins, who quickly dropped the stinky cabbages at her command.

"So Dad wants us to clean this place up and have it ready for planting by the end of the week," said Hiccup, surveying the landscape. "Okay. We can do this. Astrid, you and Snotlout break down and clear out those boulders on the far end of the field."

Snotlout crossed his arms with a smirk. "Isn't that a man's job?"

Astrid tilted her head to the side. "You're right. Better give me Fishlegs, Hiccup."

Snotlout scowled. "That's not what I meant."

"I know." Astrid rapped Snotlout condescendingly on his helmet and strode off. "Try to keep up."

Hiccup gave jobs to the rest of the teens and he and Sunset supervised, watching the proceedings from the back of Toothless. The auburn-haired boy smiled at the smooth operation happening before him. "See? No problems."

"_Hey! What are you doing?"_

"_No, what are _you _doing?"_

Sunset glanced over at the squabbling Astrid and Snotlout and said, "You spoke too soon."

"Get over on your side!" snapped Snotlout.

"I am!" snarled Astrid.

Before Snotlout could make an insult Hookfang suddenly fired, causing Stormfly to skitter backwards. She quickly started fighting back and the two danced around each other, exchanging firepower.

"Serious, this has gotten serious!" exclaimed Sunset.

"Plasma blast!" ordered Hiccup.

A blue orb slammed in between the two dragons, startling the both of them. Toothless flew in the middle and snorted softly. An odd sensation washed over him and he suddenly reared back, roaring at Hookfang.

"Settle down!" cried Snotlout, gripping his dragon's horns. "Stop it!"

"Stormfly, it's okay!" said Astrid frantically.

"Hiccup!" yelped Sunset as Toothless started bucking around, hissing at the other dragons.

"We're not trying to get involved with the fight, we're trying to stop it!" snapped Hiccup. "Toothless!"

Seeing that all three dragons seemed to be a bit antsy, Sunset shouted, "Rock pile, now!"

The teens managed to get their dragons over to the rock pile. Snotlout and Astrid immediately dismounted and started going at it with each other, but Sunset quickly intervened. "Hold up!"

"Did you see what her crazy dragon did?" demanded Snotlout.

"My dragon?" said Astrid with a snort of disbelief. "It's your dragon who's the problem!"

"Knock it off!" snapped Hiccup, forcing his way between his two friends. "Okay, what exactly happened?"

"We were just doing our job when we got attacked by this very angry dragon," insisted Snotlout.

"No, uh-uh," said Astrid, jabbing at the boy. "Other way around."

"Okay," said Hiccup with a long-suffering sigh. "Okay. Never mind. Important question. Can you two finish your job without killing each other?"

"I guess," grumbled Snotlout.

"No promises," muttered Astrid.

"Then go."

The two mounted their respective dragons and flew off. Fishlegs approached the two teens and said thoughtfully, "That was kind of weird."

"Not really," said Hiccup with a shrug. "Astrid and Snotlout are always fighting."

"Yeah, but their dragons don't."

"He does have a point," mused Sunset.

Hiccup thought about it for a moment before giving another shrug. "Maybe they just got caught up in their rivalry this time. Who knows? I just hope we can finish this in time."

Fishlegs nodded and went back to work. Hiccup rubbed the back of his neck, a frown pulling at his lips. "What are we going to do about those two?"

"I'm sure it'll all work out," said Sunset positively.

"Yeah, hopefully before one of them gets killed by the other."

…

It was dark by the time Sunset and Hiccup made it to the Haddock household. Inside the main room was Stoick sharpening an axe. "Hey, kids," he greeted as Toothless went to lay in the corner. "How did it go?"

"Great," the two said in unison.

"Really?" said Stoick with an arched eyebrow. "Last I heard, Astrid and Snotlout have been going at it nonstop. It's not causing any problems?"

"There are no problems," insisted Hiccup. "Astrid and Snotlout just had a little disagreement. It's all fine."

"Yeah, peachy," said Sunset with a slight grin of amusement.

"Glad to hear it," replied Stoick, focussing on his axe.

A heavy knock sounded on the door and Hiccup went to answer it. Astrid stood in the evening air, a scowl on her lips. "I refuse to ever work with Snotlout again."

"Oh, hey Astrid!" said Hiccup loudly. "Let's talk outside!"

He hastily stepped out and shut the door behind him. Sunset glanced back at Stoick, who was staring at her with a knowing glint in his eyes. "It's probably nothing," she said with a nervous smile.

Hiccup stumbled back inside and shut the door. "That was just Astrid, saying hello," he said quickly.

Barely a second passed when another knock sounded. Knowing exactly who it was Sunset stepped past Hiccup, opened the door and went outside, shutting the door firmly behind her. "Hey, Snotlout."

"I can't work with Astrid anymore!" he said hotly, arms crossed over his chest. "I won't do it! I have rights!"

"Okay, okay," soothed Sunset, holding out her hands in a placating manner. "We'll figure it out, somehow."

Snotlout smiled in satisfaction. "Thank you, Sun."

"No problem." She waved after the departing boy and stepped back inside. Hiccup was staring at her with a slightly helpless expression and Stoick's lips pulled into a smirk.

"Anything you two want to tell me?"

"Yes," said Hiccup plainly. "Snotlout and Astrid are driving me up the wall, and I'm sorely tempted to lock them both in pens until they're ready to cooperate with each other."

"That didn't take long," said Stoick in amusement.

"Help," pleaded Sunset.

"Alright." Stoick got to his feet, axe in hand. "There are three ways to deal with Vikings who can't stop fighting. The first way is to give them both axes and let them fight it out to the end."

"No," said Sunset quickly. "No fighting to the end."

"The second way is to give them both maces and let them fight it out to the end."

Hiccup groaned. _"Dad."_

"The third way is to trick them into working together," finished Stoick with a smile.

Hiccup and Sunset exchanged glances. "We can do that," agreed Sunset.

"Totally," said Hiccup with a nod. "Scheming, here we come."

…

But the following day Hiccup was starting to wonder if his plan was such a great idea after all. After barely a minute of working together the dragons bucked their riders off and started fighting with each other as Snotlout and Astrid watched, stunned and wide-eyed. With no other choice Hiccup was forced to order Astrid and Snotlout to the academy with their dragons.

"This cannot go on," he snapped. "It was bad enough when it was just you two at each other's throats, but now it's your dragons. How are we going to fix this?"

"Kick him out," said Astrid immediately.

"Kick her out," retorted Snotlout.

Sunset tilted her head to the side, regarding Hookfang and Stormfly thoughtfully. "I think I have an idea."

"Please share," encouraged Hiccup.

"What if we make Snotlout and Astrid switch dragons?" she suggested. "That way they can get to spend a day in each other's saddle and maybe they can get a better understanding of not only the dragons, but maybe each other."

Hiccup smiled. "That's a good idea!"

"No it's not!" cried Astrid and Snotlout.

"Come on." Sunset took Snotlout by the arm and led him over to Stormfly, and then led Astrid over to Hookfang. "You can take the day off to get to know your new best friend. It won't be as bad as you think. You might even learn something."

Astrid crossed her arms, glancing at the docile Hookfang. "Alright," she said reluctantly. "I guess."

"Fine," muttered Snotlout moodily. "But a girl dragon doesn't do much for my manly image."

"Great," said Hiccup in satisfaction. "Sunset and I are going back to the fields to help the twins and Fishlegs."

They all departed, and as Toothless flew them back to the fields Hiccup declared, "You're a genius, Sun."

Sunset grinned. "Nice to get a little credit once in a while."

…

Astrid and Snotlout returned to the academy at night, where Hiccup and Sunset were waiting. "Well?" she asked expectantly.

Snotlout dismounted Stormfly and said casually, "She's not bad for a girl dragon. I mean, melting solid rock in half a second is pretty awesome."

"Yes, it is," said Hiccup with a pleased smile. "Astrid?"

"Hookfang is pretty cool," she admitted. "He's powerful and easy to fly."

"So now that you have a new appreciation for each other's dragons, do you think you can at least cut each other some slack tomorrow?" asked Sunset hopefully.

The two teens regarded each other before nodding. "I can try," agreed Astrid.

"Ditto," said Snotlout with a nod.

"Great! Then we'll see you guys tomorrow."

The group filed out, leaving Hiccup and Sunset alone. The redhead held up her fist with a grin. "Success!"

Hiccup knocked his knuckles against hers. "We rule."

…

Bright and early the next morning, Hiccup and Sunset were not as sure of their supposed brilliance as they hovered over Mildew's fields. Hookfang and Stormfly, who had broken out of their pens, were circling each other and snarling viciously.

"I need to get down there," said Astrid, looking over Hiccup's shoulder and staring at her dragon in worry. "If we don't stop them soon they might hurt each other!"

"Yeah, bring me down too!" ordered Snotlout.

Meatlug and Toothless lowered down and Snotlout and Astrid hopped off, racing to their dragons. Sunset guided Toothless higher into the sky and they flew above the squabbling pair. "Fishlegs, how did you know these two would be here?" asked Hiccup.

"I did some investigating. I realized that the only time those two really fought was when they were here, in this field. Notice something different?"

Sunset squinted below and spotted a strange piece of plant lying in a small hole between Hookfang and Stormfly. "What is _that_?" she exclaimed.

"Dragon root," muttered Hiccup grimly.

"More information, please," called Tuffnut, flying just behind the duo.

"It's the very powerful opposite of dragon nip," explained Fishlegs. "Instead of making them happy and calm, it makes them agitated and angry."

"Not exactly a safe place for Astrid and Snotlout to be," said Hiccup. "We need to help them."

"Hey, look!" said Sunset suddenly, a smile on her lips. "Astrid and Snotlout!"

Hiccup peered over her shoulder and watched in awe as Astrid and Snotlout stood back-to-back, hands extending, each fending off their respective dragon away from the other. "They're working as a team!"

"See? Something good did come out of this."

"You reflect on that later," said Fishlegs pointedly, watching as his two friends managed to coax their dragons away from the dragon root. "We need to get that thing out of here."

"How?" asked Sunset. "None of our dragons can go near it."

"Well, Meatlug can," said Fishlegs hesitantly. "She's not affected by it."

"It must her rock diet that makes her immune," mused Hiccup.

_PWOOM!_

"What the heck?" exclaimed Sunset as a fireball exploded just in front of them. She turned to see the twins having a difficult time controlling Barf and Belch.

"You're too close to the root!" shouted Hiccup, ducking as another errant blast soared over them. "Pull up!"

"We can't!" hollered Ruffnut.

"I'm terrified and thrilled at the same time!" cried Tuffnut.

"Oh, great. Fishlegs, get the root!" ordered Hiccup. "We'll cover you!"

Despite Meatlug's best attempts, she was unable to pull the root from the ground by herself. Sunset and Toothless were quickly finding themselves pushed back by Barf and Belch's firepower, as they didn't want to hurt their friends.

A familiar blue blur sailed high into the air, just above Fishlegs. "Astrid!" he exclaimed in relief.

"Guess again!"

Through the green haze of Barf's gas, Fishlegs could make out the burly form of Snotlout. Hiccup's eyes widened when he spotted Hookfang on the other side of the dragon root, being ridden by Astrid. "What are you guys doing?"

"This is the only way to get the dragon root," she answered. "So long as we're on each other's dragons, they won't attack because they won't want to hurt us."

"Do you have a plan?" asked Sunset.

Astrid smirked. "Just watch and see. Hookfang, wing blast!"

The Monstrous Nightmare spread his wings and flapped sharply, sending a massive gust of wind rushing towards the twins and sending them and their dragons crashing to the ground. Snotlout gaped. "No way!"

"Yes way! Hookfang, again!"

Another wind blast sent the gas away, revealing Meatlug fluttering her wings madly, but the root was still stuck to the ground by a single strand. Snotlout grinned. "My turn! Single spine shot!"

He patted a certain place in Stormfly's neck and a spike was released, perfectly severing the root that had the whole piece stuck to the ground. Meatlug flew into the air with it and Astrid smiled. "Hey, not bad!"

"Go Fishlegs!" cheered Sunset, and their husky friend went to dispose of the dragon root.

Relieved that the ordeal was over, the teens took the air and flew a solid distance behind the boy. Hiccup and Sunset watched as Astrid and Snotlout spoke with each other, and once Fishlegs let go of the root they went back to their own dragons. There was little animosity in the air between them and the barbs they exchanged held a little less sting.

"So…can we take the credit for finally getting them to work together as a team?" asked Hiccup.

Sunset smiled. "Maybe not _all _the credit."

"…how about half the credit?"

"Definitely half the credit."


	17. Eel-Feeling
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**Eel-Feeling**

"Eel Pox," Sunset muttered, giving a slight shudder. "How I hate it."

The teens were gathered at Healer's Island, where the ingredients for the medicine for the illness were located. Many of the villagers had come down with Eel Pox, including Stoick and Gobber. Because of that, Hiccup and Sunset were tasked with gathering the necessary ingredients.

Hiccup scanned the list Gothi had created. "Okay, we've got quite a bit to get. Let's get moving, guys."

They split up and spread across the island, searching for the ingredients each had been assigned. It took a few hours, but soon they regathered at the meeting spot and Hiccup set all the ingredients into a bag. "There we go," he said a smile. "We got everything."

Gothi shook her head and started to sketch in the sand. Fishlegs read her writing and said in concern, "She says that the last ingredient is found on…Eel Island!"

"Of course it is," said Sunset with a sigh, crossing her arms. "What is it?"

"A blood-bane eel," whispered Fishlegs.

"How are we supposed to get that?" demanded Astrid. "Our dragons are terrified of eels."

"Right," agreed Hiccup. "It's not a good idea for all of us to go and get it. I think it would be best if Sun and I took Toothless, just by ourselves."

Toothless whined softly, showing his displeasure at the very idea of going to an island inhabited by eels. Sunset bent down and stroked his muzzle soothingly. "It'll be fine, bud."

"We'll meet you at Berk," said Hiccup as he and Sunset mounted their dragon. "We'll be back before you know it."

They took off into the air. "Wait!" cried Astrid, but it was too late. They were already well out of hearing distance. She sighed. "You got the rest of the ingredients," she muttered helplessly.

Unaware that they had all the required medical supplies, Sunset flew Toothless through the skies. After an hour Hiccup consulted his map and pointed over his friend's shoulder, towards an island in the middle of the ocean. "There it is."

"Here we go."

Toothless swooped closer to the island and hovered over a large stream of water. It wasn't long before eels jumped from the water, glistening in the sunlight. Toothless growled softly and Sunset patted his head.

"Found them," she said. "We going fishing?"

"Well, I'm going fishing," replied Hiccup in amusement. He activated the rope on his shield and it shot straight into the water below. It wasn't long before he got a bite, the eel pulling fiercely on the rope and causing Toothless to jerk back and forth.

With a mighty tug Hiccup managed to pull the eel out of the water, but it smacked Toothless right in the face. Snarling, the Night Fury batted at the eel and thrashed from side to side, accidentally knocking his two riders off.

"_Hiccuuuuup!" _shrieked Sunset as they plummeted to the water below.

They landed with a solid splash, sinking quickly to the depths. Eels skittered around them, brushing dangerously close. Sunset gave a strangled yelp of shock, swallowing a mouthful of water in the process, when an eel wrapped tightly around her waist. Hiccup struggled to pull it off, but he had his own problems to take care of when another eel shot straight for his face. He managed to catch it before it could get too close, holding it tightly to keep it from escaping.

_Pwoosh!_

A plasma blast struck the water, sending the eels scattering. Sunset manage to dislodge her startled eel and it took off. Before she could reach out for Hiccup, Toothless appeared in the water and bit the head off of the eel. He then brought the two teens back up to the surface, where they took heaving gasps to try and get air into their burning lungs.

"Okay," wheezed Sunset, crawling up onto the shore and sprawling out on the grass. "Never doing that again."

"Toothless, are you okay?" asked Hiccup, eyes wide. "I don't think a dragon has ever eaten an eel before."

The Night Fury swayed from side to side, looking out of it. Hiccup went to touch Toothless, but he shied away, growling softly. "Hey," said Hiccup softly, moving closer. "It's okay. I just need to look you over."

But Toothless refused to let him get near him and he took off, streaking across the grass. Sunset's shot to her feet and cried, "Hey! Wait up!"

"Toothless!" called Hiccup. With a groan, he grabbed his shield and slung it over his shoulder. "Come on!"

Sunset hastily raced after her best friend, concern pooling in her stomach. _Villagers with Eel Pox back at Berk, and a sick dragon here. Not ideal._

They chased Toothless all the way to the woods, panting madly in their attempts to keep up with their extremely fast dragon. They managed to catch him in a clearing, where he was breathing heavily and looking around wildly.

"Hey," said Sunset gently, approaching Toothless. "Geez, you don't look so good. Let us help you."

Toothless snorted and moved backwards. His mouth opened and Hiccup's eyes widened at the crackling red plasma building up for a blast. He tackled Sunset to the ground and covered them with his shield as Toothless fired at the trees past them, a great red explosion sending dirt and pieces of wood flying.

"I don't think he could do that before," squeaked Sunset, slowly peeking out from behind the shield.

The two got to their feet, watching Toothless skitter about. They had to cower as he continually shot the red blasts in random directions. Hiccup counted them down and relaxed when the shot limit was reached. "Alright, six shots. Let's try not to do that again."

Sunset studied their Night Fury intently and her eyes widened at the red energy that still crackled in Toothless' mouth. "Make that seven," she yelped, diving to the ground.

Hiccup moaned and thrust up his shield. "Give me a break."

The two teens were forced to scatter as Toothless kept shooting the strange red plasma blasts involuntarily. One blast hit too close for comfort and sent the two to the ground. Hiccup winced and warily eyed their dragon.

"Okay, that one was pretty close to my one good leg."

"I've still get mine," voiced Sunset.

Hiccup shot her a look. "Very funny."

Toothless let out another blast and Hiccup barely managed to block it in time. It slammed into his shield and the force sent them sailing backwards, slamming into a tree. Their last vision was off Toothless' scared expression before everything went black.

…

"_Oh…ow."_

Sunset's head throbbed with pain as her eyes cracked open. She tried to get up but found herself pinned down. "Hiccup," she moaned, elbowing him sharply. "Get off. We have to find Toothless."

Hiccup grunted and slowly stood up, cradling his head. "That hurt. A lot." He looked around the clearing, his heart falling when he realized Toothless was long gone. "Aw, man."

"_Hiccup! Sunset!"_

Whirling around, they recoiled in surprise at the sight of Fishlegs and Meatlug bounding through the bushes. Fishlegs beamed. "We found you!" He glanced around, noticed the burnt and mangled clearing, and his smile fell. "Um…should I be happy I found you?"

"We're happy you did," said Sunset feelingly. "Toothless isn't feeling so well. He's kind of…not himself."

"What happened?" asked Fishlegs in concern.

"He ate an eel," muttered Hiccup, rubbing the back of his neck tiredly. "Go figure, huh?"

Fishlegs was horrified. "That can't be good."

"It really isn't," agreed Sunset.

"Well, what are we going to do?"

Hiccup walked over to Meatlug's saddlebag and removed a net. He spread it across the ground and pulled out his grappling hook from his shield. "We trap him," he said simply.

Sunset crossed his arms. "I don't know how effective a net is going to be against a Night Fury."

"Well, we'll find out. But I have a backup plan."

"What's that?" questioned Fishlegs.

Hiccup looked up with a slight smile. "Meatlug can sit on him."

Annoyed, the husky boy set his hands on his hips. "Ha ha. Funny."

"Hey, how are things on Berk?" asked Sunset.

"Not good," admitted Fishlegs reluctantly. "Everyone is pretty much fallen ill and you guys have all the ingredients."

The redhead flinched. "Oh, definitely not good."

"Then we definitely got to hurry," muttered Hiccup, taking the rope and slinging it over the branch of the nearest tree. After a few more minutes of working he studied his makeshift trap. "Okay, that works. Let's see if we can find Toothless."

They all managed to pile onto Meatlug and the Gronkle took off into the air. They flew over the forest and Sunset looked down, a cold feeling washing over her at the sight of a familiar marking in the middle of a clearing.

"So…we've got company."

Her two male friends looked down and groaned at what they saw. "I don't suppose its Torch," said Fishlegs feebly.

"Doubt it," said Hiccup grimly. "Looks like we got a Typhoomerang on this island. Which happens to be the only dragon that eats eels. So where there's one…"

"There's gonna be a whole bunch," squeaked Fishlegs.

"Because that's totally what we need right now," grumbled Sunset.

"So what is exactly wrong with Toothless?" wondered Fishlegs.

"Well, his skin is warm and he's got quite the…uh, explosive cough," answered Hiccup.

"You know, that sides quite a bit like Eel Pox," he said slowly.

"Yeah," agreed Sunset, a surprised expression on her face. "It really does."

"Think about it. If we need eels to cure Eel Pox, maybe it causes it for dragons," theorized Fishlegs.

"You may be on to something!" exclaimed Hiccup. "If we give Toothless this medicine, it might just get rid of his illness!"

"I don't see why not," said Sunset with a hopeful smile.

A red explosion caught their attention, coming from the cliffs. Meatlug quickly turned towards that direction and they landed on the lip of the rock. Below was Toothless, randomly firing the red plasma blasts. Meatlug carefully lowered them down and they hid behind a rock, observing the ill dragon.

Fishlegs happened to glance up and he froze in fear at what he saw. "We have a problem," he whimpered, pointing upwards.

Hiccup and Sunset looked over and gaped at seeing the Typhoomerang looming over the edge of the cliff, snarling at them. "Definitely not Torch!" cried Sunset as they all climbed onto Meatlug.

Roaring, the Typhoomerang flew down and landed on the ground. Toothless growled and fired defensively, but that only served in making the large dragon mad. He let out a stream of fire and the Night Fury raced off, eyes darting about wildly. The Typhoomerang went to go after them, but a well-placed blast from Meatlug sent him running in the other direction.

"I'm going to help him," said Hiccup determinedly. "Fishlegs, you take Sun and deal with that Typhoomerang."

"Me?" asked Fishlegs frantically. "I don't know-"

Sunset set a comforting hand on his shoulder. "We got this." She turned to Hiccup, eyes set. "Go get our dragon. We'll meet you in the clearing."

"Got it."

Fishlegs flew his Gronkle over Toothless. Hiccup jumped off and once he was sure his friend had made it onto Toothless' back he turned into the opposite direction, going towards the Typhoomerang. Meatlug shot a fire blast to get the large dragon's attention and soon the Typhoomerang's target was them.

"Now what?" wailed Fishlegs as they soared around the island in an attempt to stay out of the dragon's grasp.

"If this doesn't work, keep him away from Toothless," replied Sunset.

Without warning she jumped off of Meatlug and sailed through the air. Fishlegs let out a shriek of fear as the redhead latched onto the Typhoomerang's neck. Roaring, the dragon attempted to thrash the girl off.

"No you don't!" snapped Fishlegs, and another fire blast to the face dazed the dragon, allowing Sunset to climb onto the dragon's back.

"Here goes nothing!" called Sunset. She reached over and set her hand firmly over the dragon's muzzle. He growled and tried bucking again, but when it became apparent that she was not going anywhere he started to do harsh spins in the air. _"Whoa!"_

"Meatlug, Gale-Force Gronkle!"

Meatlug spun around rapidly, and when she was within distance of the Typhoomerang her clubbed tail slapped the dragon in the face repeatedly. Once more the dragon stopped its mad moving and hissed in irritation.

"Come on," soothed Sunset, petting the Typhoomerang's muzzle gently. "You have to be tired. I know I am."

The dragon relaxed slightly at her tender strokes and settled down. He purred softly and Sunset sagged in relief, resting her chin against the top of the dragon's head. "We're good," she called to Fishlegs.

"Oh, thank Thor," he breathed.

"Nice move, by the way. Love the Gale-Force Gronkle."

Fishlegs grinned slightly. "Yeah, we don't do that one much."

He extended a hand and pulled the redhead back onto Meatlug. Sunset looked at the calm Typhoomerang and ordered, "Sparks, go take a fly." She pointed in the opposite direction where she suspected Hiccup and Toothless were.

Rumbling softly, the dragon obeyed. Fishlegs watched him go before turning to stare. "Can you give lessons on how to do that?"

"I don't think so," said Sunset with a laugh. "Besides, you don't need them. You did great."

"But I didn't do anything."

"You totally did. You saved my butt from being thrown thousands of feet and into the water."

Fishlegs flushed in pleasure. "Thanks. Ready to find Hiccup?"

"Yeah. I'm ready to get out of here."

They flew back towards the clearing, where they found Toothless close to breaking free of the net. "Meatlug, sit!" cried Fishlegs.

Meatlug promptly flew down and sat on top of her friend with a soft purr. Hiccup stared in surprise before a grin crossed his face. "Good old second plan."

The two climbed off and Sunset knelt next to Toothless, resting a hand against his head. "Poor thing," she cooed.

"He's not shooting anymore," said Fishlegs in realization.

Hiccup smiled. "No. He's not. Come on, let's get these ingredients ready."

Fishlegs took the bag out of Toothless' saddlebag and started mashing some of them together into a bowl. When it was completed, Sunset fed it to Toothless and the teens watched anxiously.

Toothless grunted in disgust and after a second shot upwards, flinging Meatlug off of him. He tackled Hiccup and Sunset to the ground, looming over them. He opened his mouth, gave a few hacking coughs, and soon the eel was regurgitated into Hiccup's lap.

"Of course," said Hiccup in amusement.

Toothless cooed softly, nudging their hands in apology. Delighted, his riders embraced him tightly. "We're so glad you're okay," whispered Sunset.

"Yeah," agreed Hiccup, arms wrapped tightly around the Night Fury's neck. "It's great to have you back, bud."

Touched, Fishlegs embraced Meatlug happily. "I love happy endings!"

Hiccup laughed and straightened. "Well, almost happy endings."

"It'll be lot happier once we bring this back to Berk," said Sunset with a nod.

"What are we waiting for?" asked Fishlegs cheerfully. "Let's go!"

They flew back to Berk and the second they got there gave the ingredients to Gothi. She made the medicine and together they brought it to the Great Hall, where the sick were resting. Stoick and Gobber were the first to recover after being given their doses, and took charge of doling it out to the rest of the Vikings.

Hiccup, Sunset and Fishlegs sat at a table in the corner of the hall, where Fishlegs was adding the new information they had discovered into the Book of Dragons. Adding the last word with flourish, Fishlegs closed the book with a smile.

"Well, at least we learned something from all this."

"You mean why Eel Island is a horrible place to visit?" quipped Sunset.

"That, among other things," said Fishlegs with a nod.

The two teens stood and Hiccup smiled. "You did good today, Fishlegs. Sunset and I would have been sunk if you didn't find us."

"Yeah," said Sunset feelingly. "Thank you. You're both great."

Fishlegs grinned widely. "Awww, group hug!"

Meatlug panted happily and jumped onto the three, pinning them to the floor. Hiccup spluttered when Meatlug licked him and Sunset giggled, wiping the drool from her face.

"I love you guys," said Fishlegs contently.

"Love you-_ah, ah, achoo!_"

Hiccup and Sunset suddenly descended in a wild round of sneezing and coughing. Groaning softly as his head started to pound, Hiccup rested his cheek against the floor and called weakly, "Bring on the medicine!"

Sunset wiped her nose and sighed.

"Have I mentioned that I really hate Eel Pox?"
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**Return of the Smokebreaths**

"Look at all this cool stuff!"

Fishlegs was in awe as he moved about Trader Johann's ship, studying the stock that came from all over the Archipelago. Snotlout lingered behind, an irritated expression on his face. "Yeah, but he never lets me touch any of it," he grumbled.

Hiccup glanced at his cousin in amusement. "Maybe it's because you broke most of the things you touched last time."

"Ooh, look what I found!" said Gobber in delight, removing a tarp and examining the pile of metal that was uncovered. "Scrap!"

Sunset wrinkled her nose. "Don't you have enough of that?"

"You can never have too much scrap metal," said Gobber cheerfully.

"It's beautiful!"

Blinking, Sunset glanced at Tuffnut. "The scrap metal?" she asked in bewilderment.

"No, of course not! I'm talking about the mace!" Tuffnut hurried over and delicately picked up the shiny weapon that rested against the edge of the ship. "I will call her Macey!"

Sunset sidestepped away from the male Thorston, eyeing the weapon warily. "Uh-huh. You do that."

As the others continued their browsing, Johann wandered up to Gobber, who was still studying the pile of rusted, slightly bent metal. "Have you found something that's caught your fancy?"

"I sure have." Gobber experimentally bit down on a blunt dagger. "And I'll take it all!"

Johann beamed. "Wonderful! I got this from the farthest end of the Archipelago. I'm sure it will serve you well."

Toothless crept up to the metal and sniffed it. A vaguely familiar scent coming from the pile caused him to tense and growl.

"Hey, Hiccup!" called Gobber, nudging Toothless aside. "Lend a claw, will you?"

"Sure thing," agreed Hiccup. "C'mon, Toothless."

Casting one last suspicious look at the metal pile, the Night Fury went over to his riders, ready to help assist Gobber lug his purchases to the forge.

…

When Hiccup and Sunset walked into the plaza the next morning, it was to see at least a dozen Vikings arguing and complaining. Exchanging confused glances, the two went over to where Snotlout, Astrid and the twins were watching the commotion.

"What's going on?" asked Hiccup. He spared a glance for Tuffnut, who was sobbing on the ground. "And what's with him?"

"Some stuff got stolen last night," said Snotlout, a bored expression on his face. "Including his stupid mace."

Abruptly halting his crying, Tuffnut got into a kneeling position and glared fiercely at Snotlout. "Don't you dare call her stupid!" he cried. "Macey was the most beautiful axe I've ever seen! And _you,_" he whirled on his sister, eyes flashing. "You knew I loved her more than you! You probably threw her away out of jealousy!"

Ruffnut was not impressed. "How about no."

"Hiccup, Sunset."

The two turned to see Stoick walking up to them, expression serious. "It seems like someone went on a mass spree last night," he spoke, eyebrows drawing together. "Goblets, axes, shields, they're all gone."

Sunset tilted her head to the side, expression thoughtful. "All gone, huh? Hmm…"

"Everything that went missing is made out of metal," mused Hiccup, rubbing his chin.

Astrid glanced at her friend. "Hiccup," she said patiently, "almost everything we own is metal."

"Well. It's a start," said Hiccup with a sheepish smile. He turned at his father and said confidently, "Don't worry, Dad. Sunset and I will do some investigating. In the meantime, you should stop Bucket and Mulch from hitting each other with fish."

Stoick blinked and followed his son's pointed finger, spotting the duo slapping each other in the face with sturgeon. "Well," he muttered, "better the fish than the bludgeons."

Sunset giggled and glanced at her best friend. "Come on. We better start with Gobber. He did purchase a whole wagon full of metal, after all."

The two climbed onto Toothless and made their way to the forge. But Gobber didn't have any information for them, nor were there any footprints or any other clues. All that came out of the visit was Gobber trapping himself in his own booby-trap, resulting in Sunset and Hiccup having to free him.

As much as Hiccup was reluctant to see the twins, they went anyway. It was the same story, with no footprints to be found or anyone that saw anything. Tuffnut would not stop blubbering, but Ruffnut was as helpful as she could be (which still wasn't much, but it was something).

"So no footprints, no eyewitnesses, no clues," muttered Hiccup as he and Sunset walked through the village, the orange glow of the sundown bathing them. "This is really weird."

"We've handled weirder," said Sunset optimistically. "Come on, it's getting late. We better head home."

They bid goodbye to each other and headed home, hopeful that the next morning would bring better results.

…

The call of nature caused Sunset to rouse from slumber early the next morning, when it was still dark outside. She rubbed her eyes blearily, and when her vision sharpened she got a clear sight of her helmet hovering in the air, a thick cloud of smoke filling the top of the room.

"Hey!" she yelped, launching forwards and seizing her helmet.

The thief shrieked indigently and she winced as she felt small claws grasping for her headgear. She was pulled to the floor, her fingers digging into the metal to try and keep her grip. With a grunt she rolled onto her back and kicked the air, her foot disappearing into the grey smoke and striking the creature cloaked within.

Her helmet was freed and she clutched it protectively to her chest. The smoke drew nearer towards her, starting to surround her. Eyes wide, she hollered, _"Gobber!"_

It only took half a minute for her guardian to burst into her room, wooden club in hand. At the sight of the hissing smoke moving threateningly towards the girl, he charged forwards, swinging his weapon threateningly and shouting.

Startled, the cloud of smoke rushed out the window, leaving no trace behind them. Sunset let out a relieved breath. "Thanks, Gobber."

"What the heck was that?" he demanded, hauling the redhead to her feet.

"Smokebreaths," she answered, setting her helmet atop her head. She glanced outside, where she could see the sun starting to break over the horizon. "And they're the ones who've been taking all our metal."

Gobber let out a snort. "Of course it's a dragon. It's always a dragon." He glanced at Sunset, eyeing her helmet and aware that his head was uncomfortably naked. "Figure out how to get rid of them."

"Hiccup and I will get right on that."

Gobber nodded and left. Sunset got ready and, before she departed, flattened herself to the floor and peered under her bed. As she had suspected, her mother's helmet was nowhere in sight. "Dang it," she muttered, feeling a twinge of regret. "Oh well. Wherever the nest is, that's where it'll be."

Besides, she had rescued the helmet that truly mattered-the one Gobber had given her for her thirteenth birthday.

Getting to her feet, she rushed downstairs and out of the house. When she reached the village, the pale pink glow of the sun spreading across the island, she found a crowd already bemoaning about their latest stolen possessions. Most of the Vikings weren't wearing helmets, and none of them were happy about it.

She ran into Hiccup and Toothless. "So…Smokebreaths."

"Yeah." Hiccup reached down and adjusted his metal foot. "I nearly got carried off as they tried to take this thing. You?"

"Gobber had to help fight them off. They wanted my helmet." Sunset crossed her arms. "Now what?"

"We find the others and let them know. Then we come up with a plan."

They found their friends gathered with Stoick, the chief being one of the few who managed to keep a handle on their helmets. "We've got news," announced Hiccup when they got close enough. "Our thieves are the Smokebreaths. Adolescent ones, to be exact."

Fishlegs' eyes widened. "Of course! They need metal to build their nests!"

Astrid set her hands on her hips and frowned at him. "You can never connect the dots _before _they figure it out?"

Stoick's brows bunched together in confusion. "But why are there Smokebreaths here to begin with?"

"Yeah," agreed Fishlegs. "They rarely ever stray from Breakneck Bog."

Sunset thought for a moment. "Well. The Smokebreaths started making their appearance just after Trader Johann got here. And he gets his items from all over the Archipelago. So…"

"Somehow, the Smokebreaths got onto his ship between here, Breakneck Bog and some other place," finished Hiccup. "You're a genius, Sun."

"I try."

"We'll go see Trader Johann, then," said Stoick firmly. "Perhaps he'll have some idea on how they got aboard."

The three Vikings and Toothless made their way to the docks and down to Johann's ship. The man was sitting on deck, eating a chicken leg and observing the gently-lapping water. Toothless flew them onto the ship and Johann jolted at their sudden appearance.

"Chief, Master Hiccup and Mistress Sunset! How may I help you this fine, early morning?"

"Well, we were wondering where you happened to pick up that scrap metal you sold to Gobber," spoke Hiccup.

"Oh, I'm afraid I can't reveal-" Johann started, but hastily paused when Stoick levelled him with a warning, threatening glare. "Er, well, I suppose I can make an exception. I got it for a very good price from the Berserkers, who said they had picked it up from that terrible place."

"Breakneck Bog," muttered Sunset.

Hiccup groaned. "That wasn't just metal, Johann. That was a Smokebreath nest with hatchlings inside."

Johann looked stricken. "Oh. Really? Um…sorry?"

With a scowl, the group stormed off the ship and back to the docks. They walked through the village, the sky now grey and dark. Gobber met up with them and Stoick asked, "How bad is it?"

"Pretty much all the metal is gone. I don't even want to tell you about the armoury."

"The catapults?"

"Fell to pieces."

Stoick sighed, rubbing a hand down his face. "Wonderful. No weapons, and who knows when Dagur will try and attack next?"

"We still have the dragons," pointed out Sunset.

"Yes, but Dagur has an armada. Five dragons can only do so much."

Stoick moved on briskly with Gobber, knowing they had to solve their weapon problem fast. Sunset glanced at Hiccup. "Find the nest?"

Hiccup nodded, eyes flashing with determination. "Find the nest. Let's gather the others."

…

After doing some planning, the group agreed to pile the last of the metal (including Snotlout's spare helmet and excluding Hiccup's leg and Sunset's headgear) in the village at night. When the Smokebreaths came, they would follow them back to the nest.

Hunched behind barrels late at night, the teens watched as the Smokebreaths came for the metal. Tuffnut and Ruffnut disturbed the plan by getting Barf and Belch to fire, causing the Smokebreaths to hurry off with their loot.

"Wonderful," said Hiccup dryly. "Alright, let's go! Don't lose them!"

They got onto their dragons and went in pursuit of the Smokebreaths, chasing them over the forests. Hiccup let out a groan when the thick plume of smoke suddenly split off, creating another one. "Split up!" he ordered.

His friends complied, and he and Sunset tried to keep their target in sight. But it was difficult when it kept splitting up and zooming behind them. Sunset's eyes widened when one of the Smokebreaths latched onto Toothless' prosthetic.

"Too much metal!" she cried.

"Brace yourself!" hollered Hiccup as the Smokebreath stole the prosthetic, causing Toothless to plummet to the ground. He activated the grappling hook on his shield and it snagged on a tree limb, causing them to swing a few inches above the ground. The branch snapped and they landed with a grunt.

"Okay," muttered Sunset, climbing to her feet and brushing herself off. "So far so good."

"There they are!" cried Hiccup, spotting the Smokebreaths flying overhead. "Come on, bud."

Sunset climbed onto Toothless behind Hiccup and the Night Fury raced after the small dragons. "Get us close enough," instructed Hiccup, and Toothless put on a burst of speed.

Sunset's eyes widened as her best friend raised his shield. "You're not!"

"I am. Alright, Smokebreaths! Here's your metal!" Hiccup fired the hook again and a Smokebreath promptly caught it. Hiccup yelped as he was jerked off of Toothless and dragged across the ground.

"Hiccup, you idiot!" shouted Sunset. When Toothless got close enough she reached out and grabbed his good foot.

"Bad idea," he hollered. "Bad idea!"

"No kidding!" she snapped.

After a few mighty tugs, she managed to get the Smokebreath to let go of the rope. Hiccup dropped to the ground with a grunt, and wearily stood up. He spotted Toothless' metal rod and he picked it up, slinging his shield over his back.

"Genius," drawled Sunset.

"Hey, I got this back, didn't I?"

Toothless growled softly, causing his riders to look at him. "What's up?" asked Sunset.

Toothless let out a soft plasma blast, illuminating the area in front of them. High up in the trees was a massive pile of metal, being pieced together by the Smokebreaths. "We found it," breathed Sunset.

Hiccup hurriedly reattached the metal rod and fixed Toothless' tailfin. "We need to find the others."

Sunset climbed on behind her friend, but before they could take off Astrid suddenly landed beside them. "Thank Thor I found you guys!" she exclaimed.

"Astrid, we found the nest!" said Hiccup, pointing above. "We need to take it apart-"

"Hiccup, the others and I spotted something on the horizon." Even in the darkness, the two could see the seriousness on the girl's face. "Dagur's coming."

Sunset's shoulders slumped. "It's always one thing after another. It's never one problem at a time."

They rushed back to the academy. Once they landed Hiccup removed his spyglass and looked out over the misty water. He scowled at the sight of Dagur and his armada travelling towards them. "Give me a break. Why does he have to have so many ships?"

"How'd he know this would be the perfect time to attack?" asked Astrid in puzzlement.

"I have a good idea," muttered Sunset. "We need to tell Stoick."

Nodding, Astrid went to get the other teens from the academy and they all hurried to the plaza, where the Vikings were gathered, tense and waiting for a report. "It was Dagur," said Hiccup in a rush. "Johann said he got the metal from a Berserker. Dagur knew that the Smokebreaths took all the metal. He planted them so that all of our weapons would be stolen and we would be defenseless. That's why he's attacking now."

Stoick's eyes hardened. "Do you know where the nest is?"

"Yes," answered Sunset.

"Then you will all go there and get our metal back."

"But we're not going to have time to bypass the Smokebreaths and get the metal back here in time," said Hiccup, a bit frantically.

"Then let's just blast them with our dragons!" said Snotlout, fists clenching determinedly.

"Even with our dragons, we're still outnumbered." Hiccup ran his fingers through his hair, expression frantic. "Ugh. This is not ideal."

Sunset thought intently. "You know…Dagur gave us the Smokebreaths. It's only fair that we return the favour."

Hiccup snapped his head to look at her, eyes narrowed. "Explain."

"We might not be able to fight the Smokebreaths to get to the metal. So why don't we just _move _the Smokebreaths back to Dagur?"

"I love you."

Sunset grinned. "Thanks. Alright," she called to the surrounding Vikings, "we're going to need all the metal we have left. It doesn't matter how small, we need all of it!"

"You heard her!" bellowed Stoick. "Let's move!"

There was a flurry of activity as Vikings raced to their houses and back, returning with as much metal as they could find. The teens loaded them into sacks and nets and gave them to the five dragons to hold. When there was enough metal, Sunset climbed onto Toothless and pumped her fist.

"Let's do this!"

"Good luck!" hollered Stoick as the teens flew off.

They reached the nest and Ruffnut and Tuffnut attracted the Smokebreaths attention by banging pots together. Sensing the new collection of metal the Smokebreaths took to the air, following after the dragon riders.

"We need to be faster than they are," Sunset shouted over her shoulder. "If they get this metal, we're done for!"

The dragons flew fast, aware of the thick black cloud pursuing them. They flew over the docks and over the water, the Smokebreaths hot on their tails. The smoke covered Berk's mainland, preventing the armada from firing, as they didn't have a visual target.

"There's the fleet!" called Hiccup. "Keep steady, guys!"

Sunset leaned forwards, eyes narrowing as they reached the ships. Hovering just above, Sunset shouted, "Drop the metal!"

The dragons let go of the sacks, metal objects splitting out and clattering onto the ships. It wasn't long for the Smokebreaths to go after it, and soon the ships were filled with panicked screams from the Berserkers.

Astrid glanced down, eyes darting from ship to ship. "They're still intact!" she said worriedly.

"Give it a second," said Sunset, and a grin split across her face when the boats started to fall apart soon after. "Oh yeah!"

Ignoring Dagur's outraged screams, the riders flew back to Berk. Hiccup and Sunset exchanged high-fives. "We rule!"

"Now we just have to give everyone their metal back, and get the Smokebreaths off of Berk," said Astrid with a smile.

"Actually, we need the metal in order to get the Smokebreaths back to Breakneck Bog," voiced Hiccup.

Astrid arched an eyebrow. "You have a plan?"

"Yeah. I'm sure Johann won't mind helping us return them to their home."

Sunset glanced over her shoulder, expression a mix of amusement and reproach. "That's mean."

"Maybe," said Hiccup with a laugh. "But if it helps, you and I will follow to make sure the Smokebreaths get back home, and Johann still has a ship by the end of it all."

"Yes. It helps." Sunset grinned. "Though I doubt Johann will be too pleased with the idea."

Hiccup smirked. "I don't think so. He owes us one. And unless he wants Dad to kick his butt all the way to Outcast Island, he'll be more than happy to help us out."


	19. Thunderdrum Mania

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Thunderdrum Mania**

"There!" exclaimed Hiccup, stepping back and surveying his contraption, which was a large metal horn. "Finished! What do you think?"

Sunset and Toothless exchanged glances. "Uh…it looks interesting," the redhead spoke. "But what exactly does it do again?"

Before Hiccup could respond, his father swooped into view on Thornado. He jumped off and landed on the cliff's edge. "Though I'd find you up here," he said. "I-" He suddenly stopped and stared at the invention with a furrowed brow. "What in Odin's name is that?"

"This is the Thunder Ear," proclaimed Hiccup, gesturing at the horn.

Sunset smirked. "He spent all night thinking up that one."

Shooting his friend an annoyed glare, Hiccup cleared his throat and continued speaking. "It's able to track dragon sounds from miles away, and we're hoping this includes our little friend, the Screaming Death."

"Does it work?" asked Stoick.

"We were just about to test it, but you can do it if you want to," invited Hiccup. "Just put your ear up to this," he indicated the slim tube connected to the horn, "and listen."

"Plasma blast," instructed Sunset, and Toothless launched the blue blast into the air.

Stoick listened closely, his brow arching at the sound of Fishlegs' singing. He pulled back and squinted into the distance, where he spotted the familiar figures of Fishlegs and Meatlug. "What do you know, it works!"

Hiccup frowned slightly. "Well, you don't have to sound so surprised."

"This will be good for hearing enemy ships," mused Stoick. He leaned in for another listen and hastily pulled away as a guttural growl nearly shattered his eardrums. "I never thought I'd take Fishlegs' singing over anyone else's, but Meatlug's is just as bad!"

Blinking, Sunset listened closely to the sound coming from the Thunder Ear. "That's definitely not Meatlug."

"Then what it is?" asked Stoick.

"Guess we'll have to find out," said Hiccup determinedly.

"Right." Stoick let out a sharp whistle and Thornado flew down towards them. The village chief smiled at the sight, for it was one he never got tired of. "Come on, Thornado. We have some investigating to do!"

The trio flew through the crystal blue sky, in search of the source of the mysterious noise. It was not long before Thornado picked up a scent, and led them to a sea stack in the middle of the water. "Would you look at that?" exclaimed Stoick, staring at the three baby Thunderdrums rolling about on the stone. "No wonder Thornado knew where to look."

"What are they doing all the way out here?" asked Sunset in bewilderment.

Before Hiccup could offer any speculation, the baby dragons spotted them and flew in pursuit, nipping and batting at them playfully.

"Settle down!" snapped Stoick, ducking to avoid a wing to the head. "What do they think they're doing?"

"Having fun," answered Hiccup, grinning as the purple Thunderdrum bit Toothless' ear teasingly. The Night Fury snorted and growled warningly. "They're just kids, after all."

"Kids who need to learn their boundaries," huffed Stoick.

When the three babies circled Thornado, he let out a commanding roar, sending them flying back towards their sea stack. Sunset looked on in amusement. "Guess Thornado just did."

"I taught him that," said Stoick proudly, patting his dragon's side.

"I thought that sounded familiar," quipped Hiccup.

"They're really cute," said Sunset adoringly. "Can we-?"

"No," shot down Stoick instantly. "I know exactly what you're going to ask, and the answer is no. I've already got my hands full with the twins. I don't need triplets."

"But are they going to be okay out here?" asked Sunset in worry.

"They'll be fine," said Stoick confidently. "They're Thunderdrums, after all. Strongest dragons ever."

Toothless let out a disapproving snort and Stoick gave the Night Fury a challenging look. "That's right, I said it. What are you going to do about it?"

Toothless rolled his eyes in response.

"That's what I thought. Let's get going, you lot."

Stoick and Thornado headed back for Berk, with Toothless following behind. Sunset glanced back at the baby dragons, who were looking after them wistfully from their place on the sea stack. "I hope they'll be okay."

"Well…I'm sure we can come back and check on them, if need be," said Hiccup.

…

_Bang! Boom! Crash!_

Jolting awake with a startled yelp, Sunset's emerald eyes widened as her room shook harshly. "Okay, this is not normal!" she cried, rolling out of bed and hastily pulling on her boots, vest and helmet. She scrambled downstairs and burst outside, where she was immediately greeted with the sight of the baby Thunderdrums tearing through the village. "Ooh…not good."

She rushed to Hiccup's house, where she found her best friend and his father gaping at the sight. Stoick spotted her and he demanded, "What did you do?"

"I didn't bring them here!" she protested.

"Right," said Stoick dubiously. "I don't know how they found us, but get them out of here before we have to rebuild this whole village from scratch!"

"On it!" said Hiccup. "Come on, Sun."

The two climbed onto Toothless and took to the sky. Sunset peered over Hiccup's shoulder and watched as the trio completely destroyed Hiccup's Thunder Ear. "Hope you kept the plans for that," she remarked.

"Alright, playtime's over," said Hiccup in annoyance. "Let's chase them out of here."

Toothless flew after the Thunderdrums, roaring threateningly. The three dragons, thinking it was a game, flew away from the pursuing Night Fury, flying carelessly throughout the village. "Heads up, Sven!" called Sunset as they made a beeline towards the unsuspecting Viking.

Sven looked up and hastily dove to the ground just in time. "Good reflexes," she shouted as they swooped over him.

"No, no, not there!" cried Hiccup, and the two teens winced as the Thunderdrums tore through Gobber's shop before taking off once more. "Ah, Thor."

"My forge!" cried Gobber, rushing up to his mangled building. "Those little cretins!"

"Sorry," said Sunset with a sheepish smile. "We're giving it our best shot."

"What in Thor's name did you two do this time?"

The two looked to see Astrid hovering beside them on Stormfly. "It isn't our fault," said Hiccup indigently. "They just showed up!"

"And now they're tearing the place apart," returned Astrid. "You need some help?"

"Please," said Hiccup gratefully. "We need to wrangle them back to the academy."

"Then let's get wrangling!"

It wasn't long before the other riders joined in the chase, but none of them had very much luck. Snotlout and Hookfang ended up in the sea, the twins got disoriented by a blast and ended up crashing to the ground, and Stormfly and Toothless weren't able to keep up with the energetic, slippery Thunderdrums.

"This isn't going well!" voiced Sunset as Toothless soared low to the ground, on the tails of the baby dragons.

"I'm open to ideas!" returned Hiccup.

Before they could reach the end of the docks, Stoick flew in on Thornado from around the corner. With a simple sonic roar, the three babies settled on the ground, chirping curiously.

"Whoa," said Fishlegs in awe, arriving on Meatlug, with the twins and their dragon not far behind. "They're totally in Thornado's control!"

"I want the purple one!" said Tuffnut eagerly.

Stoick shot the male Thorston a sharp glare. "Not in this life." He then turned his attention to his son. "I want these three off this island."

"We can train them!" insisted Sunset.

"Yeah," agreed Hiccup. "Once they're trained, they'll be really useful to us. They're fast and powerful!"

But Stoick did not look convinced. "If we have a squadron of Thunderdrums, Dagur doesn't stand a chance," persuaded Sunset. "And it's not impossible. You trained Thornado, after all."

Stoick swelled with pride. "Well, that's true."

"We've totally got this," assured Hiccup. "Please, Dad?"

Stoick looked at the two pleading teens for a moment before giving a surrendering sigh. "You'll get one chance. But at the first sign of trouble, they're gone. Am I understood?"

"Perfectly," said Hiccup quickly. "Don't worry, Dad. I've already got a plan in mind."

"Liar," Sunset whispered into his ear.

"Shut up."

…

The riders stood in the arena, hands pressed firmly over their ears as the three Thunderdrums flew happily around the academy, roaring insistently. "Alright, Hiccup, what's your genius plan?" asked Sunset in a loud voice in order to be heard.

"We need to get them to calm down, first!" answered Hiccup.

"Oh, why didn't I think of that?" said Astrid sarcastically.

"Okay, less sarcasm, more positive attitude please," said Hiccup in annoyance. "Fishlegs?"

"Got it!" Fishlegs hurried forwards and laid down some dragon nip, which the three swarmed down and ate up. They fell into a quiet, blissful haze, and the teens slowly removed their hands from their ears.

"That solves our current problem, but we can't have them lying around all day," remarked Hiccup.

"Well, we can at least name them," spoke Sunset.

"Already got it covered!" said Tuffnut with a grin. He and Ruffnut walked over to the purring dragons, and he pointed at the turquoise dragon. "Bing!"

"Bam!" declared Ruffnut, pointing at the blue dragon.

"Boom!" finished Tuffnut, gesturing towards the purple one.

The teens exchanged impressed looks. "That's actually pretty good," said Astrid. "Good job, for once."

"Thanks." Tuffnut smiled proudly.

"Well, now that they have names, let's get to training." Hiccup clapped his hands together. "Sun?"

The redhead ventured forwards and knelt down next to Bam. She set her hand against his muzzle, smiling when he nuzzled against it. "Aw. See? Not so bad."

The second the words left her mouth Bam let out a small sonic blast, sending Sunset flying. Toothless jumped up and caught her with his paws, easing her back to the ground. "Okay," said Sunset dazedly, fixing her helmet. "Still not so bad. At least they're responsive."

"But not the responses we want," muttered Hiccup. "Come on guys, let's crack on!"

By the end of the day, the teens were bruised and exhausted. Astrid's attempts to teach the Thunderdrums the 'stay' command ended with Stormfly getting frustrated with the babies, Snotlout got slammed into a stack of barrels in his tries to teach them target practice, the twins were not helpful at all and Fishlegs' sword ended up getting eaten by Meatlug during a game of 'keep the sword away from Fishlegs' by the Thunderdrums.

"Now what?" asked Sunset tiredly, watching the babies fly around the arena wildly.

"We try a few more," said Hiccup determinedly. _"Sit!"_

To his surprise, the dragons sat down on the stone floor. "Hey! It worked!"

"Not because of you," said Sunset in amusement. She pointed towards the entrance, where Thornado was waddling through.

"Oh." Slightly disheartened, Hiccup stepped forwards and stroked Thornado's muzzle. "Well, maybe you can help out. How about some follow the leader?"

Thornado nodded and flew into the air, and the babies immediately followed after the elder Thunderdrum. Sunset watched as the trio followed Thornado all around the arena. "Hey, great job!" she exclaimed.

Purring softly, the Thunderdrums landed. Sunset tilted her head to the side and watched as the babies looking adoringly up at Thornado, their tails wagging.

"_Thornado!"_

Stoick lumbered into the arena, a mildly irritated expression on his face. "Come now, Thornado. We have some chiefing duties to do."

Thornado waddled up to Stoick with a soft, affectionate growl. Stoick glanced at the babies, who were quiet and sitting still. He gave a nod of approval. "Well, that's what I'm talking about. Good job, kids."

"No, actually, that wasn't-" Hiccup attempted to explain, but his father and Thornado were already leaving the arena, not listening. "Great."

"Hiccup!" said Astrid warningly as the Thunderdrums jumped up and made a beeline for the gate.

"Tuffnut!" hollered Hiccup.

"What?" he shouted, and shrunk back as the Thunderdrums flew right past him.

"_Tuffnut!" _wailed Hiccup.

"_What?" _the male Thorston cried. "What do you want?"

"Just shut up and get on your dragon," snapped Astrid, rushing to get onto Stormfly.

Hiccup and Sunset were already on Toothless and took off. They hovered in the blue sky, staring at the trio below, who were gleefully racing through the village, creating chaos.

"_Hiccup! Sunset!"_

"Ugh," groaned Hiccup. He wearily looked over at his father, who was watching the destruction atop Thornado. "Hey, Dad."

"I thought you had those three under control!" he snapped.

"Not really," admitted Sunset. "It was Thornado who got them to settle down."

"Do they ever stay quiet?" demanded Stoick as sonic blasts echoed throughout the village.

"Sure," piped up Fishlegs, arriving on Meatlug. "When they get their grown up voice in a couple of years."

Stoick shot Hiccup and Sunset an unimpressed glower. Sunset winced. "Yeah, we're on it."

"We'll do…something," added Hiccup. "Come on, bud."

They flew in pursuit of the Thunderdrums, winding their way through buildings, swooping over fields and flying over water. Stoick watched the mess happening below and let out an irritated groan. "Let's give them a hand, Thornado."

Thornado flew down and cornered the babies, letting out a commanding roar. The three immediately settled down, purring happily. Stoick rubbed the space between his eyes as the annoyed mutterings of his people reached his ears.

"They caused trouble. I gave you your chance. I'm afraid you're going to have to find them a new home," he said firmly, and felt the guilt flare up at the saddened expressions on their faces.

"Yes, sir," they answered softly.

"We'll get on it," muttered Hiccup.

Stoick nodded and flew off. Sunset stared at the trio and asked, "Where are we going to bring them?"

"The only place we can, really," replied Hiccup. "Dragon Island."

…

Standing on the stony ground of Dragon Island, Hiccup gestured around them. "Welcome to your new home," he announced. "You'll have plenty of food, water, and new friends."

"So have fun," drawled Snotlout. "Later."

He took off for home, with his friends following behind. Hiccup and Sunset lingered, staring at the subdued dragons. "Do we really have to?" asked Sunset morosely, reaching down and stroking Bing's muzzle.

"It was a direct order," said Hiccup heavily. "I don't think we can find a way out of this one."

"Be good," said Sunset, straightening. "We'll come visit!"

They mounted Toothless and took to the grey sky. Sunset looked over her shoulder, watching as the trio grew farther away. "Will they be okay?"

"They'll be fine," said Hiccup, attempting to sound positive. "We'll come back tomorrow, see how they're doing."

"Actually, we'll be seeing them sooner than we think," said Sunset in amusement.

Hiccup looked over his shoulder to see Bing, Bam and Boom following after them. "Oh, for-alright, let's try this again."

Toothless flew back to Dragon Island and settled on the ground. While Sunset played with the trio, Hiccup collected some fish. The Thunderdrums eagerly dug into it once it was set in front of them and the two teens managed to sneak off and head back to Berk.

But once they reached the village, it was to see that the Thunderdrums had beat them to the island. "We left them behind!" insisted Hiccup as his father looked blankly at him, the babies snuggling near Thornado. "We swear!"

"Uh-huh," said Stoick with an arched eyebrow. "I suppose we'll have to show you two dragon masters how it's done."

"Back we go," sighed Sunset.

They travelled over the water, the three Thunderdrums flying in front of Thornado. Boom attempted to stray from the formation, but a sharp sonic roar from Thornado set him back in place. "That's it, Thornado," said Stoick cheerfully. "Some kids just need a firm showing of tough love."

"Is he talking about us?" asked Sunset.

"Does he have any other kids?" quipped Hiccup.

They arrived on Dragon Island and Hiccup dismounted Toothless, so that he could crouch close to the babies. "Listen, guys, this is your home now," he said. "Berk just doesn't have enough room for you to play, and there are too many grumpy Vikings around. We'll come visit, and I'm sure you'll make some friends before you know it!"

He stood up and climbed back onto Toothless. Bing, Bam and Boom whimpered and inched closer, eyes wide and innocent. "No," moaned Hiccup, feeling his heart ache. "Please don't make that face!"

"Can I stay?" asked Sunset, unable to take the sadness radiating from the trio.

"They'll be fine," assured Stoick. "Their place is here, and your place is on Berk. Thornado, have a word with them."

Thornado waddled forwards and let out a stern, sharp roar, causing the three to scuttle backwards with confused noises. Thornado and Toothless then took to the sky, and Sunset peeked over her shoulder to see the dragons looking wistfully after them.

"Don't look back," chided Stoick. "You have to show tough love, just like I do with you two."

"Yeah, and the problem is we know how that feels," muttered Hiccup under his breath.

Thornado suddenly stiffened and whirled around, growling fiercely. Hiccup and Sunset hastily craned their necks around and stared in horror at the three large dragons cornering the babies. "Go back!" shrieked Sunset, yanking on Hiccup's shoulder. "Go back!"

"They aren't welcome here either," said Hiccup in realization. "That's why we found them on the sea stack! They were kicked off Dragon Island!"

"There's no way we're letting those beasts bully our boys," said Stoick, eyes narrowed. "Let's show them whose boss!"

Thornado swooped down and let out a sonic roar, sending a Monstrous Nightmare away from the cornered Bing, Bam and Boom. He retreated and landed on edge of a cliff, next to a Zippleback and Deadly Nadder.

Stoick surveyed the slowly approaching dragons. "Come on, Thornado. Let's scare them off!"

Toothless flew down and shot a plasma blast at a purple Monstrous Nightmare approaching from behind the babies. Bing cooed softly in thanks, and Sunset's eyes widened as more dragons came towards them.

"There's too many of them," she said, eyes darting about.

Thornado blasted away a Zippleback and looked around. Having an idea, he communicated it to Bing, Bam and Boom through a series of growls. Stoick stared at his dragon in surprise, but quickly figured out what they planned to do. He clapped his hands tightly over his ears and hollered, _"Hiccup! Sunset!"_

Sunset and Hiccup hastily copied his movements, and the four Thunderdrums let out a massive sonic blast that sent the aggressive dragons flying off. "Well, that taught them!" exclaimed Hiccup.

"Yeah, for now," said Sunset nervously, pointing off in the distance. The dragons had gathered, and were looking at them from the distance.

"What are we going to do?" asked Hiccup anxiously. "There's no way we're leaving them here, but we can't take them with us either."

Stoick glanced down at Thornado, who was nuzzling the babies affectionately. He knew, in that moment, what he needed to do. With a stoic expression, he dismounted Thornado and knelt down, unhooking the saddle.

"Dad…what are you doing?" asked Hiccup in confusion.

"Doing what's right," replied Stoick. He took off the saddle and set a hand on Thornado's head. "We both know this needs to be done, don't we?"

"Are you sure?" asked Sunset, realizing what was happening and feeling tears prickle her eyes.

"Absolutely. I'm setting him free, doing what any good chief would do." Stoick watched as Bing, Bam and Boom cuddled close to Thornado, and turned to look at the two teens watching him with wide eyes. "Or any father."

"Dad…" whispered Hiccup.

"Thornado, these boys need you. More than I do."

Thornado purred sadly, looking up with expression yellow eyes.

"I know," said Stoick softly. "I'll miss you too." He knelt down and embraced Thornado. "Take care of them, and of yourself."

Thornado growled softly, and nudged him gently, looking over at the two teens observing. Stoick managed a smile through his building emotions. "Yes, I'll be sure to keep them out of trouble," he said. "Goodbye, Thornado."

He settled behind the kids on Toothless and they flew from Dragon Island, leaving the four Thunderdrums to stare after them. Sunset hastily scrubbed away her tears and said, "That was really brave of you."

"Yeah," agreed Hiccup. "It was the right thing to do."

"I only did what you would have done if you were in my place," replied Stoick. "I've learned from the best, after all."

He looked over his shoulder, eyes soft. "Farewell, old friend."

Thornado let out a responding roar, and Bing, Bam and Boom joined in, jumping up and down as they said goodbye to their friends.

Sunset looked over her shoulder. "You know the great thing about a bond between Viking and dragon?" she asked.

Stoick blinked down at her. "What?"

"It lasts forever."

Smiling softly, he gave a nod of agreement and looked back at Thornado, who was still saying his goodbyes.

His bond with Thornado was one that would not be forgotten, nor replaced. It was one that would always be there, no matter how far apart they were, and one day, they would see each other again.

Of that, Stoick was certain.


	20. Casting Off: Part One

**I do not own Dragons: Defenders of Berk. Direct quotes from the series will be bolded.**

**Casting Off: Part One**

Keeping her eyes locked on the horizon, Sunset focussed on the boulders careening towards them, courtesy of Gobber, Mulch and Bucket. "Plasma blast," she ordered, and Toothless obeyed, shattering the incoming projectile. "Alright!"

Meatlug caught the boulder coming towards her in her mouth, and happily ate it. Barf and Belch spun to avoid the rocks, which narrowly missed Ruffnut's head. Hiccup ducked as the boulders started coming at a more rapid speed and called, "Fall back! There's too many of them for us!"

Snotlout rolled his eyes as his friends retreated. "Give me a break. I can finish this off single-handedly."

Hiccup scowled as his cousin sailed straight towards the catapults. "Snotlout, I said retreat! Attacking is not the training exercise!"

"Change of plans!" called Snotlout.

Hookfang flew low over the catapults, causing Gobber, Bucket and Mulch to dive to the ground. The Monstrous Nightmare made a loop back around, shooting a fireball simultaneously. It hit the catapults, causing one to dislodge a boulder that was still loaded.

It sailed past an oblivious Snotlout and over Hiccup and Sunset. The auburn-haired boy's eyes widened as the rock careened towards an unsuspecting Astrid. _"Look out!"_

The blonde glanced over her shoulder and spotted the incoming rock. She thrust to the side to avoid getting hit, but the force caused her to fall from Stormfly's back. With a shriek of terror, she careened for the unforgiving ground.

"_Astrid!" _hollered Hiccup.

"Toothless, go!" shouted Sunset.

The Night Fury flew after the blonde, who was rapidly approaching the forest floor. She cried out in pain when she struck some tree branches, and Toothless quickly swooped just below her and the girl landed safely on his back.

Hiccup held on to her, heart pounding madly. "Astrid! Are you okay?"

But she was unconscious and unable to respond.

"Sun, take us down!"

Sunset landed Toothless and they hastily climbed off. Fishlegs also landed and the trio crowded around the still Astrid. Stormfly chirped in worry, hovering over her human. It was not long before Astrid awoke, her eyes fluttering open slowly. "Ugh…ow," she moaned, looking around blearily.

Hookfang landed near his friends and Snotlout hopped off with a wide grin. "Did you see that awesome fire blasting back there?" His grin fell once he registered the glares everyone was sending him. "What?"

"Do you have any idea what you just did?" demanded Hiccup angrily.

Snotlout blinked. "Um…something completely awesome?" He glanced down at Astrid, who was sitting up and breathing heavily, cradling her injured arm. "What happened to her?"

"You happened!" snapped Hiccup, storming up to his cousin, fists clenched at his sides. "You almost killed her!"

"She's fine," said Snotlout defensively. "Just a scratch."

"That's it, you're dead," declared Astrid, getting wobbly to her feet. She charged forwards, but Fishlegs caught her by the waist, careful to avoid jostling her arm, and restrained her. "I'm gonna kill you!" she threatened, thrashing uselessly.

"Stop it, or you're gonna hurt your arm even more," insisted Fishlegs.

With one final glare towards the stupefied Snotlout, Astrid stopped fighting and grumbled angrily to herself. Hiccup glared at Snotlout with hard eyes. "I'm sick and tired of you never listening to me. Whenever you don't like what I have to say, you do it your way. You only ever look out for yourself. But that's not how this team works."

"Is there point to this?" asked Snotlout in annoyance.

"Yes. There is." Hiccup squared his shoulders. "As of right now, you're suspended from the academy until further notice."

Though he was stunned by Hiccup's harsh order, he covered up his hurt with anger. "You can't do that!"

"I can and I just did," returned Hiccup. "You're grounded!"

"We'll see about that," snapped Snotlout. He stormed over and mounted Hookfang. "Later, loser!"

He took off in a cloud of dust, his friends looking after him with varying expressions. "Hiccup…I don't know if that was the right way to handle it," said Sunset carefully.

Hiccup deflated, the anger leaving him and sudden exhaustion weighing him down. "Probably not. But I stand by my decision."

"Are you sure?" asked Astrid. "I mean, I'm still gonna kill him, but we are a team."

"And that's exactly why needs to take a break," replied Hiccup. "If he can't learn to listen to me, or any of us, then we can't count on him. And we need to be able to rely on each other when it comes to facing Dagur."

Otherwise, it would end in disaster.

…

It came as no surprise the next morning, when Hiccup and Sunset arrived at the academy with Toothless, that Hookfang's pen was empty. "Just typical," grumbled Hiccup, climbing off his Night Fury. "Of course he's out flying."

Sunset stared at the twins, who were scratching on the wall with sticks that separated Hookfang's pen from Barf and Belch's. "What are you two doing?"

"We're going to expand the pen," replied Tuffnut. "Now that Snotlout's gone, we finally can make those renovations we've been thinking of."

"I'm thinking of putting in a mud bath," mused Ruffnut. "Think it'll fit?"

"Guys, I didn't kick Snotlout out permanently," said Hiccup in exasperation. "He's just on a temporary probation."

"And that was exactly what you needed to do," said Tuffnut with a serious nod. "He's completely disrespectful, he never followed the rules and he never took your leadership seriously."

"Well, by that logic, you should be kicked out of the academy too," spoke Astrid dryly, gingerly readjusting her sling.

"Okay, maybe we should stop using the term 'kicked out'," said Sunset, sensing Hiccup's rising vexation. "Snotlout will come back, we'll have a talk with him and no pen is getting expanded."

Ruffnut and Tuffnut scowled. "Well, there goes our plans for the next three days," she grumbled, crossing her arms moodily.

"I liked the idea of that mud bath," added Tuffnut morosely.

Hiccup sighed and rubbed a hand down his face. "Alright, today we're gonna just…take a breather."

"From each other? Good idea," said Astrid with a smirk.

Shooting the blonde a weary look, Hiccup started out of the academy, Sunset and Toothless following behind. "Sun?"

"Hiccup?"

"Can you see if you can find Snotlout? He'll listen to you way before he'll listen to me."

Sunset saluted him. "You got it."

"I'm gonna go speak to my father. Maybe he'll have some advice for me."

Sunset climbed onto Toothless and waved goodbye at her friend as they took off into the air. "Here's hoping he's not too far off," she said softly, keeping her eyes peeled. "Think you can sniff out Hookfang, bud?"

Toothless purred in response and focussed his senses. It wasn't long before he picked up the scent of his Monstrous Nightmare friend and he followed the trail, soon finding an isolated, beachy island in the middle of the sea. "Rather dramatic," said Sunset in amusement as they landed on the sand, where she could see Hookfang and Snotlout crouched behind some rocks. "Hey, Snotlout!"

Startled, Snotlout whirled around. "Sunset? What are you doing here?"

"Looking for you," she replied, sliding off of Toothless, who went to greet Hookfang. "I was hoping we could talk."

"I think there's something more important than talking about you-know-who and his dumb decisions," returned Snotlout, pointing over the rock.

Confused, Sunset went to kneel beside him and peered over the top of the rocks. Her emerald eyes widened at the sight of a wrecked Outcast ship, a small dingy. "But…all the Outcasts are under Dagur's reign now," she said, perplexed. "And it doesn't make sense for just one of them to suddenly row out all the way to the middle of nowhere."

"I know, right?" said Snotlout. "Should we check it out?"

"I guess it would be best," said Sunset with a nod. "This _is _super suspicious."

They crept up to the ship, Hookfang and Toothless pausing their playful interaction to stare watchfully after them. Snotlout climbed on top of the overturned ship and set his hands on his hips. "Nothing. What do you think happened to the guy who was in this?"

"Dunno, but he couldn't have gotten far," muttered Sunset, looking around. "Maybe-"

The ground suddenly shook harshly below them, causing Sunset to stumble in surprise. "What the heck is that?" she cried.

"Um…earthquake?" suggested Snotlout, and he yelped when there was another tremor.

"Somehow I don't think it's something that simple," said Sunset uneasily.

_BOOM!_

With a high, screeching roar, the ground exploded and dirt flew everywhere as a massive white dragon soared upwards. Snotlout and Sunset gaped at the familiar dragon, which towered over them. "Screaming Death!" the redhead shouted.

"Not good!" said Snotlout in panic. "What do we do?"

Before Sunset could respond, the Screaming Death lunged towards the teens. Hookfang and Toothless leapt into action, with Toothless distracting the dragon with a plasma blast while Hookfang swooped in and brought the two further away from the Screaming Death's grasp.

"There's no way we can fight this thing," said Sunset frantically. "We need to get the others!"

But before they could make their next move, the Screaming Death swung his tail, knocking Toothless to the side. "Toothless!" cried Sunset.

Hookfang dashed forwards with a threatening snarl, but he too got knocked aside. Snotlout started towards his dragon, but the tail came around and knocked into him and Sunset, sending the teens flying against a boulder. They slumped to the ground, unconscious, and the Screaming Death started for them.

Toothless and Hookfang stood up, but neither would be able to reach their humans in time. They both let out desperate roars, but Snotlout and Sunset did not stir.

A bulky, shadowy figure suddenly charged forwards and picked up the two teens, diving out of harm's way with them in his grasp. The Screaming Death veered upwards and kept going, flying off into the distance.

Eyes narrowing, Toothless crept forwards and growled lowly. He knew who his rider's rescuer was, and though he did not trust him, he did not attack. He stood stiff and watchful, ready to attack the second the man made a wrong move.

Groaning softly, Sunset stirred. She woke up and held a hand to her aching head. "Uh…that hurt."

"I should think so," a rough, familiar voice spoke. "You just got smacked in the head by a Screaming Death's tail."

"Alvin?" asked Sunset incredulously.

The Outcast set her down, but kept the unconscious Snotlout slung over his shoulder. Toothless hurried over to his human and nuzzled her, cooing in concern. She smiled and stroked his head. "I'm fine," she assured him. She reached up to touch Hookfang's muzzle, the Monstrous Nightmare standing over her. "He'll be fine too, Hookfang." She glanced over at Alvin with a soft smile. "Thanks. For saving us."

Alvin tilted his head to the side, regarding the girl with a slightly puzzled expression. "You're _thanking _me?"

"Sure. Why wouldn't I?" Sunset smiled. "I thought Dagur had killed you during the Skrill incident, so I'm really relieved that you made it out okay."

"You're a very strange Viking," said Alvin with an arched brow. "Most would drive me through with a sword."

"Lucky for you, you're with the most nonviolent Viking in existence," replied Sunset. She looked over at the broken Outcast ship and asked, "How long have you been here?"

"Long enough," returned Alvin.

Nodding, Sunset climbed onto Toothless. "We better get back before the Screaming Death returns. I have to warn the others." She pointed at Hookfang, who was gently nuzzling Snotlout's side. "You can ride him back to Berk."

"You think I can ride a dragon?"

Sunset stared at him in bemusement. "I'm sure you've learned a thing or two from Mildew."

"Heh. Smart girl."

He climbed onto Hookfang with Snotlout and the two took to the skies on route for Berk. "I suspect I'll be in for a warm welcome," drawled Alvin as they grew closer to the island.

"I'll explain what happened," said Sunset. "Um…but try not to make anything worse."

They landed in the middle of the village, and Alvin hopped off of Hookfang and set Snotlout on the ground. The surrounding Vikings paused and stared at the still form of Snotlout. "Did someone finally kill him?" someone asked.

"No!" exclaimed Sunset, sliding off of Toothless. "We just…we had an incident."

"What's going on here?"

Sunset bit down on her bottom lip as Stoick's voice boomed over the crowd. _Oh, here we go._

Stoick, accompanied by Hiccup, pushed his way to the front of the crowd. His eyes locked onto the unconscious Snotlout and then onto Alvin. His eyes narrowed into slits and he growled, "Alvin."

"Alvin?" said Hiccup in bafflement.

"It's okay," said Sunset quickly. "He didn't hurt Snotlout, he saved him! He saved me, too!"

"For what reason, I wonder?" said Stoick, eyeing Alvin suspiciously. "Gobber, get the chains. Spitelout, take your boy home."

Spitelout dashed forwards and picked his son up, shooting Alvin a narrow-eyed glare as he passed. Sunset watched in dismay as Gobber came forwards a moment later with the chains and secured Alvin's wrists. "But I don't think-"

"Sunset, go to the Great Hall with Hiccup."

"But Chief-"

"_Now. _That's an order."

Pursing her lips together, she only moved when Hiccup tugged on her arm and Gobber sent her a warning look. "I sent you to look for Snotlout, not Alvin," her best friend said as they walked towards the Great Hall. "What in Thor's name happened?"

Sunset explained the story and Hiccup paled. "Oh, this is not good."

"Tell me about it. The Screaming Death is closing in and your father is focussed on flinging Alvin in jail." Sunset kicked at the ground. "He really did save us."

"For which I am grateful, but we really can't forget all the stuff he's done to us," reasoned Hiccup. "For all we know, he may have an ulterior motive."

Sunset was doubtful, but she did not voice her defense, for it was not a solid one. She had a strong feeling Alvin had been sincere in his actions, and she knew feelings weren't a good enough case to prove Alvin's intentions. But she believed in her gut feeling, for she had always been a good judge of character.

They reached the Great Hall and stood at the front. It wasn't long before Stoick and Gobber arrived with Alvin along with a cluster of Vikings. Gobber held out a roll of parchment and read off Alvin's crimes. "Alvin the Treacherous, you are hereby charged with the crimes of treachery, attempted treachery, premeditated treachery, and even more treachery!"

The Vikings jeered, calling out insults and punishments. Stoick let out a sharp whistle and they fell silent. "Until we can decide on the appropriate sentence, you will be remanded to our jail."

"Don't I get to share what happened?" asked Sunset.

Stoick turned to stare at the redhead with a sharp expression. "What happened doesn't matter. It doesn't explain what Alvin's true purpose is." When the girl's expression fell, Stoick took a breath and softened his tone. "I know what you're thinking, but save your compassion for someone more deserving. We won't put him to death, of that I can promise you."

"Yes, sir," she responded dejectedly.

"Take him away," said Stoick with a jerk of his head.

"But Stoick, you should listen to the girl," said Alvin with a slight smirk. "I saved them for the both of us. I have a proposition for you."

"And I'm not interested in hearing it."

Gobber led Alvin away and Stoick went after them. The Vikings dispersed, and Astrid and Fishlegs came rushing over to the pair, the blonde's arm now healed. "What happened?" she exclaimed.

"Long story short, Alvin saved Snotlout and I from the Screaming Death, who is closing in on Berk," summarized Sunset.

"We need to move, and fast," said Hiccup firmly. "Let's get to the academy."

The teens got their dragons and regrouped at the academy, where they practiced their attacks and maneuvers. The twins were already there, trying to redecorate Hookfang's pen. "What are you two doing?" snapped Hiccup as Toothless performed a barrel roll.

"What, not the right colour?" asked Tuffnut, holding up the blue paint.

"The Screaming Death is coming right towards us and you're worried about painting the stupid pen?" demanded Astrid.

"I mean…I guess it could wait," said Ruffnut reluctantly.

With a loud roar, Hookfang burst into the arena, Snotlout perched on his back. "Hey, guys!" he called. "Don't worry, I'm back. We can get this party started!"

With a soft groan, Hiccup landed Toothless and dismounted. "Snotlout, look, I'm glad you're okay, but you're still suspended."

Snotlout's face fell. "But…but I found the Screaming Death."

"I know, and I'm glad you did," said Hiccup patiently. "But you still broke the rules and nearly got yourself killed in the process. Come on, Hookfang."

The Monstrous Nightmare reluctantly followed Hiccup into his pen. The auburn-haired boy locked the gate and stroked the saddened dragon's muzzle. "I'm sorry, pal, but it's just for a little bit."

"Hey! This is our place!" complained Tuffnut, pressing against the wall to avoid being squished by Hookfang. "We didn't approve a dragon roommate!"

"Get out," said Hiccup in annoyance. "It's Hookfang's pen, not yours."

Grumbling, the twins squeezed through the gap in the bars. Snotlout snapped out of his stunned daze and cried, "Are you seriously locking up my dragon?"

"For your own good, for his own good, and for our own good," said Hiccup. "You need to learn."

Bristling with anger, Snotlout glared spitefully at his cousin before storming off. Hiccup let out a long sigh and rubbed his forehead. "Am I doing the right thing?"

"You are," said Sunset with a nod.

"Snotlout will get it through his thick head eventually," added Astrid, setting a hand on his shoulder. "He'll learn, come back, forget what he learned and we'll put up with it for a few more years before the cycle starts again."

"That was not at all comforting."

…

That evening, Hiccup and Sunset were visited by Astrid, who informed them that Alvin wanted to have a word with them. The two made the walk towards the jail, Toothless following behind them. "I wonder what he wants to talk about," said Hiccup sarcastically. "If he knows Dad isn't going to go for his proposition, what makes him think we will?"

"You're a little more logical than your father," replied Sunset. "And I guess it helps that I'm soft-hearted. Besides, I think we should hear him out."

"I know. Which is part of the reason I'm going in the first place."

"And the other part?"

"I'm curious," admitted Hiccup. "We thought he died. But here he is, and he must be really desperate if he's come here for help."

The two reached the jail and entered. They stood in front of Alvin's cell, the bearded-man slouched in the shadows, slivers of moonlight coming through the window. "So, you wanted to speak with us?" spoke Hiccup, crossing his arms.

"That I did. I have a proposition for you."

"Alright," said Hiccup reluctantly. "Let's hear it."

Alvin stood up and walked over to the bars, so he could look properly at the two teens. "That Dagur is a loose catapult, ready to go off at any moment and without warning. He took my island, forced me out and I want it all back."

"So you can get back to your plan of destroying Berk?" asked Hiccup with a raised brow.

"Oh, I was just upset."

"Twenty years is kind of a long time to be upset," said Sunset in bewilderment.

"I have my reasons. But after I lost everything, I started seeing life in a different perspective. I'm trying to change."

Hiccup stared at the floor, brow creased as he thought. "And if we happen to accept this proposal…what does Berk get out of it?"

"The defeat of the Berserkers, and the Outcasts as your allies."

Hiccup gave a slow nod. "We'll think about it," he said. "Come on, Sun."

The two left the jailhouse, both thinking silently. After a while, Sunset spoke. "I believe him."

"I know you do. And in some weird way, I believe him too." Hiccup crossed his arms, a slight frown on his face. "I've never even thought to ask my father what happened between him and the Outcasts to cause such a grudge and rivalry. All this time I suspected it was Alvin who initiated it…but I didn't bother to ask what happened."

"Maybe now's the time to ask," suggested Sunset. "It might help more than you know."

They reached Hiccup's house and found Stoick waiting for them with dinner on the table. "There you are," said Stoick as the teens sat down across from him. "Where were you two?"

"Just off doing things," answered Hiccup, not quite wanting to tell his father about their conversation with Alvin. "Um…but I have a question for you."

"What is it?"

"What…" Hiccup faltered, but an encouraging jab to the side from Sunset prompted him to keep going. "What happened with Alvin to make him get cast off the island?"

Stoick stiffened and glared down at his plate. "I don't want to talk about it."

"Dad, please, we want to know," pressed Hiccup. "We _need _to know."

"What you need to know is that Alvin is our enemy," said Stoick sharply, standing and causing the chair to fly backwards. "And he always will be."

Hiccup's shoulders slumped as his father stormed from the main room. "Well. That went well."

"Well…we could always ask Alvin," said Sunset weakly.

"Oh, yeah, I'm sure that won't biased at all." Hiccup stood up dejectedly. "Come on. Let's get some sleep. I have a feeling we're going to need it."

…

_Aroooo! Aroooo! Aroooo!_

"Wassamatter?" slurred Sunset, stirring from where she was curled against Toothless.

Hiccup took a second to process the sound echoing through the village. His eyes widened and he scrambled out of bed. "We gotta go, Sun!" he said urgently, grabbing his shield. "It's the warning alarm!"

The redhead jumped to her feet and hurried after her best friend, Toothless rushing after them. They burst outside to see Vikings running all directions, screaming and shouting. "What the heck is going on?" cried Sunset.

"The arena!" hollered Mulch, rushing past them. "Dagur's been spotted at the arena, and apparently your dragons are going crazy!"

Hiccup and Sunset quickly climbed onto Toothless and sped straight for the academy. When they flew overhead the metal caging, Sunset's emerald eyes zeroed in on a familiar plant. "Dragon root!" she exclaimed. "He planted dragon root!"

"Crafty and crazy," said Hiccup grimly.

"_Hiccup! Sunset!"_

The two looked down to see their friends gathered near the academy. They flew down to meet them and Astrid demanded. "What's going on?"

"Dagur put dragon root in the academy to make our dragons fight each other," said Sunset hurriedly. "And we need to get it out!"

"Which means it's all up to you two," said Hiccup, looking seriously at Fishlegs, who perched atop Meatlug. "If we go in there, Toothless is going to be affected same as the others. Meatlug is the only dragon who can do this."

Though he was terrified, Fishlegs managed to nod in understanding.

"Wait!" called Snotlout, rushing up to them. "I have to tell you something!"

"It's going to have to wait," said Hiccup. "Alright, the others are going to distract their dragons while Meatlug and Fishlegs get the dragon root. Let's move!"

Hiccup opened the gate and the teens rushed inside, where Hookfang, Stormfly and Barf and Belch were fighting fiercely with one another. The teens attempted to calm their dragons, but the root was too strong for them to overcome. Astrid hastily ducked to avoid a fire blast, the twins were forced to race away from a stream of gas emitting from Barf's mouth and Snotlout was dodging Hookfang's blasts.

Fishlegs focussed on the dragon root, gripping tightly to Meatlug. "Come on…come on…_yes!_" He let out a whoop of joy when Meatlug took hold of the dragon root with her claws. "Let's get out of here!"

"We're with you on that!" shouted Ruffnut, flinching as Barf and Belch caused another explosion directly behind her and Tuffnut.

They rushed for the gate, but before they could make it out the metal bars rolled down, sealing them in. "You gotta be kidding me!" cried Tuffnut, clinging to the bars.

Cackling, two Berserkers sneered down at the trapped teens and dragon. Toothless flew up to the top of the path that led into the arena. "Let them out of there, _now_!" ordered Hiccup.

"What are you going to do about it?"

Tensing, Sunset turned her head to see Dagur standing on the wooden balcony surrounding the top of the academy. Many Berserkers stood above them, crossbows aimed directly them. "What do you want, Dagur?" she asked coldly.

"It's obvious, isn't it?" Dagur glowered down at her. "I want the Night Fury. You give him to me, we'll leave peacefully." A wicked smirk crossed his face. "But if you don't, your friends will perish by the attacks of their own dragons. I wonder if they'll ever recover from that sort of trauma."

Gritting his teeth, Hiccup cast a helpless glance over his shoulder at the arena. He could see that his friends wouldn't last longer with their out-of-control dragons. Sunset gripped his shoulders, unable to come up with a solution to their problem through the panicked haze of her mind.

"So," sneered Dagur. "What's your answer?"

"I'll give you an answer," came a familiar booming voice.

Stoick stood at the end of the wooden bridge, surrounded by Gobber, Bucket, Mulch and other Berk Vikings, armed with swords and bludgeons. "We're going run you through and open that gate," declared Stoick.

The Berkians and Berserkers charged, clashing together with the sound of metal. Toothless fired a plasma blast to knock clusters of Berserkers off of their feet. Stoick easily knocked down anyone who tried to engage him, the panicked screams of the teens spurring him on, and made it to the gate's lever.

"_Stoick!"_

Whirling around, Stoick's eyes narrowed at the sight of Alvin barrelling towards him. He ducked to avoid what he believed to be an attack on him, but Alvin jumped up and kicked the ambushing Berserker right into the metal beams. Dagur stared in horror. _"You!"_

"You didn't really think you'd be able to get rid of me so easily, did you?" taunted Alvin.

"Oi!" hollered Stoick. When Alvin turned to look at him, he tossed a sword in his direction. Alvin caught it, and the chief of Berk added, "Don't just stand around. Start fighting!"

With a slight, sincere smile, Alvin joined in the fight against the Berserkers and Stoick opened the gate. Toothless rushed inside and Sunset called, "Come on, Fishlegs!"

"We'll cover you!" assured Hiccup.

With a slight whimper, Fishlegs guided Meatlug toward the open gate, the other dragons quickly gaining on them. Toothless fired a plasma blast just in front of his friends to startle them backwards and Meatlug made her escape, flying out of the academy and accidentally knocking Stoick over in the process.

"Sorry!" the husky boy cried as he and his dragon flew off to dispose of the dragon root.

Hiccup quickly flipped the lever, sending the gate crashing down and preventing the dragons from following. With the dragon root no longer near them, the dragons began to calm down and the teens slowly moved out from their hiding places.

"Stormfly?" whispered Astrid, approaching hesitantly. Her Deadly Nadder chirped in apology and the blonde hugged her happily. "Hey, girl."

"You dumb dragon," grumbled Snotlout, settling his hand against a sorrowful Hookfang's muzzle. "You're lucky I love you."

"That was an awesome amount of destruction," cheered Ruffnut, lightly head-butting Barf.

"Yeah, it almost killed us," added Tuffnut, scratching Belch's nose affectionately.

"_Hiccup, Sunset!"_

Gobber's shout startled the two teens from their relieved gazing. Hiccup flew Toothless up to where Gobber was standing, and was greeted with a terrible sight.

His father was standing between Dagur and Savage, both of whom had swords aimed at the man's head. "If I were you," said Dagur dangerously, "I wouldn't move a muscle."

"You despicable little coward," growled Alvin.

"I think we'll take our leave now," said Dagur airily. "And I suggest you all stay right where you are. If I see one dragon following us, whether or not it has a rider, you," he said, pointing at the silently horrified Hiccup, "will find yourself becoming Chief of Berk much earlier than you expected. But rest assured, we'll be in touch."

Hiccup bristled in anger as Dagur and his army departed. "I'm gonna smash his ships into splinters," he hissed.

"And we will," said Sunset soothingly, putting a hand on his shoulder. "But you know as well as I do that we can't do it now."

Hiccup looked at her helplessly. "But I _have _to get him back!"

"And you will, boy, you will," spoke Alvin. "But not if you go gallivanting off in a rage. If you leave him alone, he won't hurt your father."

"It's his armada to ours, and there's a considerable difference," added Gobber. "I can't believe I'm saying this, but Alvin's right. He doesn't want Stoick."

"He wants us," said Hiccup heavily.

"All we can do now is sit and wait," advised Alvin. "And if it's one thing I know, its treachery."

"Play Dagur's game, huh?" said Sunset with a sigh. "The most dangerous game there is."

"Fine, I'll wait," muttered Hiccup. He looked directly at Alvin and said, "Thank you, for your help. But we can't let you stay free."

Alvin smirked. "I would have considered you rather stupid if you thought differently."

Hiccup nodded curtly to Gobber and gave Toothless a nudge. The Night Fury soared to the highest cliff on Berk, where the two teens dismounted and stood on the edge, the wind sending their hair flying. Hiccup clenched his fists as he spotted Dagur's armada in the distance, carrying his father with it.

"We will rescue him," said Sunset determinedly, steely eyes staring after the boats. "We'll figure something out."

"Yeah, we will," said Hiccup strongly. "Don't worry, Dad. We're coming for you. We will get you back, and I don't care what it will take."

And then they would deal with Dagur once and for all.
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**Casting Off: Part Two**

Pushing open the doors to the Great Hall, Hiccup and Sunset paused to stare at the Vikings gathered. They were all shouting, their voices mixing together in an incomprehensible mess. Gobber was at the front, trying to calm things, but he could not be heard over the din.

"Oh, great," said Hiccup tiredly.

Sunset spotted the twins at the back of the group and went over to them. She tapped Tuffnut on the shoulder and when he turned his head, she asked, "What is going on?"

"Dunno, but everyone's angry," he replied.

"I couldn't tell," said Hiccup sarcastically.

He and Sunset pushed their way to the front and Gobber spotted them. He waved them over and they joined him on the stone platform overlooking the Great Hall. "Alright you lot, settle down!" he shouted. "Hiccup will answer any questions you have!"

"Why is he answering the questions?" demanded Snotlout.

"Because he's the Acting Chief," returned Gobber. He looked at Hiccup and said, "Go ahead, boy."

Hiccup's shoulders slumped slightly as Gobber stepped off the platform. "Right. So…who's first?"

"What are we gonna do about Dagur?" one Viking demanded.

"What happened to Stoick?" called another.

"Can we keep shouting?" asked Ruffnut.

"No," said Hiccup in mild annoyance, sending a withering glance at the smirking female Thorston. "As for the other questions…well, I'm sure we know that Berk is no stranger to facing enemy forces. And in those situations, we-"

"Take up arms and slaughter all those who defy us!" shouted Magnus, and the others cheered their agreement.

"No!" said Sunset quickly. "No slaughtering!"

With a derisive snort, Snotlout climbed up onto the platform and nudged his cousin aside. "Watch and learn." Facing the Vikings, Snotlout squared his shoulders confidently. "Hookfang, get their attention."

The Monstrous Nightmare came to stand behind his human and he flamed up, immediately causing the Vikings to stop their shouting. Satisfied, Snotlout crossed his arms. "That's much better." He turned and started to pace. "So listen up, because I'm about to tell you how things are going to be done."

Tuffnut grinned at the smoke trailing from Snotlout's backside, which was on fire. "You're smoking, Lout!"

Frowning slightly, Snotlout soon picked up on his friend's meaning when he smelled something burning and felt the pain searing through him. With a yelp, he charged off the platform and raced across the hall, frantically trying to pat out the fire. With a roll of his eyes, Gobber snagged the boy by the neck of his shirt with his hook and dumped him into the bucket of water sitting beside him.

Hiccup rubbed a hand down his face. "Thanks, for that. What was I saying?"

"Just tell them everything is going to be fine and we're taking care of it," muttered Sunset.

"Don't worry, everyone," said Hiccup loudly. "Everything is fine and we're taking care of it."

The Vikings stared for a moment before launching into a fresh round of shouting. Sunset set her hands on her hips. "Does no one here understand peaceful communication?"

"Obviously not," grumbled Hiccup.

"_Yeah, shout as loud as you can everyone!"_

"Tuffnut, shut _up_!"

After a while, they managed to get the Vikings to disperse, though none of them were happy about it. "That didn't go too bad," said Gobber, clapping Hiccup on the shoulder.

"It went terribly," said Hiccup dejectedly. "I think I'm gonna go home."

He shuffled off and Sunset went after him, looking just as downcast as her friend. They walked to the Haddock household in silence, and when they entered Hiccup felt his heart sink at how empty the place seemed.

Toothless purred softly at their return and stood up from where he had been curled near the fire. Sunset patted his head as Hiccup wandered over to where his father's axe rested on the table. He picked it up, grunting softly at the weight of it.

"I can't even lift it properly," he said miserably.

"Well, we already knew that," said Sunset, trying to lighten the atmosphere.

"I can't do it, Sun." Hiccup set the axe down and buried his head into his hands. "I can't be him."

Sunset wrapped her arms around her best friend from behind and rested her head against his back. "We will get him back, Hiccup."

"I know…but what am I supposed to do until Dagur contacts us?"

Before she could answer, the door creaked open and Gobber walked in. "Hey," she said softly. "What are you doing here?"

"You looked so downcast when you left, I had to come and say something," replied Gobber. "Wouldn't do to have our Acting Chief in such a mood."

"But I can't help it," said Hiccup helplessly. "I just don't know what to do."

"Of course you don't," said Gobber matter-of-factly. "Chiefing is hard work. Stoick was horrible when he first started. It was like watching a chicken run around with no head." He circled around the fire, pausing to dig through the pot with his metal hook and remove a fish, tossing it to Toothless.

"Really?" asked Hiccup dubiously. "I can't picture it."

"It's true. In fact, there were quite a few who didn't think he'd be able to do it, especially Alvin. That's all he would talk about. But being chief means that not everyone is going to agree with you, and when that happens, you just have to deal with the Alvins and the Snotlouts."

With a weary sigh, Hiccup collapsed into his father's chair. "That's all I ever do. And sometimes…I don't know if I should be chief."

"What do you mean?"

"Gobber, you saw Snotlout. He got the attention of that hall in a second. He didn't second-guess himself, he didn't hesitate."

"He did. But that doesn't mean much," said Gobber. "Can you see that muttonhead being chief? We'd be underwater in the first week."

Sunset giggled and Hiccup cracked a smile. "Maybe," he said.

But he still didn't look convinced. Studying the boy carefully, Gobber said, "Alvin and Stoick were best friends, you know."

The two teens looked at him in surprise. "Really?" asked Sunset incredulously.

"Yup. Rather like the two of you. They were inseparable."

"So what happened?" asked Hiccup earnestly.

But before Gobber could respond, the front door flew open and Fishlegs rushed in, looking extremely freaked-out. "The Screaming Death!" he cried, panting heavily. "Guys, I was on patrol and I saw the Screaming Death! It's eating its way towards Berk!"

In unison Hiccup and Sunset raced for the door, Fishlegs and Toothless rushing after them. Sunset surveyed the horizon, but couldn't see anything. "How much time do you think we have?" she asked urgently.

"Not a lot," answered Fishlegs. "It was just past Dragon Island when we saw it."

"_Hey!"_

Stormfly swooped down and landed near them. Astrid hopped off her back and hurried to her friends, carrying a scroll. "This came for you two," she said grimly, handing it to Hiccup. "It's from Dagur."

"Always one thing after another," muttered Hiccup, unfurling the scroll. He read through it and scowled darkly, angrily crumpling it up. "We have until tonight to deliver Toothless or he's going to kill my father, he said tightly.

"You know it's a trap," said Astrid sharply. "He's not going to let you two go once he gets his hands on you."

"Just get the twins and Snotlout and get prepared for the Screaming Death," ordered Hiccup. "Sunset and I will take care of my father."

He climbed onto Toothless and Sunset got on behind him. "Where are you going?" called Astrid as they took off into the air.

"We have to do something!" shouted Hiccup. "Then we're heading off to Outcast Island!"

"We're going to talk to Alvin, aren't we?" asked Sunset as Toothless sailed towards the academy.

"Yeah, and he's going to help us."

Toothless landed in the arena and the two teens dismounted. Alvin smirked as they approached the pen he was jailed in. "His summons came, then?"

"Clearly," replied Hiccup.

Sunset pushed the latch up and hauled open the gate. Alvin slowly stepped out, squinting against the bright sunlight. "We need your help," she said seriously.

"Well, well, quite the turn of events, isn't it?"

"You could say that," said Hiccup dryly. "You're going to show us a way to get onto Outcast Island, we're going to get my father and we're going to bring him home."

"I have no choice on this, then?"

Hiccup straightened and glared. "No. You don't."

Alvin studied the boy for a moment before grinning. "Then let's get going."

…

It wasn't long before they were over Outcast waters. Alvin sat behind Sunset on Toothless, and the man was gripping her shoulders tightly. "Alvin, I'm gonna have a bruise," she hissed, giving him a slight nudge. "Relax, will you?"

"Relax? I've seen the way you fly," snorted Alvin. "Don't know how anyone can be relaxed when riding with you two."

Rolling his eyes, Hiccup glanced over his shoulder. "And if you don't behave, we'll show you how crazy we can really get."

Leaning close to her friend's ear, Sunset whispered, "Now might be a good time to find out what happened between him and your father."

"Good call," he returned lowly. In a louder voice he asked, "So I heard that you and my dad used to be best friends."

"A long time ago," replied Alvin. "Quite a long time ago…"

"So what happened?" asked Sunset softly.

"We were young, and in charge of defending Berk against dragon attacks. Stoick, being the chief's son, was in command, and I was just a solider. This sound familiar to you?"

"Just like me and Snotlout," sighed Hiccup.

"There was a Monstrous Nightmare attack, and Stoick and I disagreed on how to deal with it and defend the village. I disobeyed orders, there were a few injuries…and nothing was the same since then," finished Alvin, a bitter expression crossing his face. "Eventually Stoick became chief, and I was banished."

"Well…to fit with this depressing theme, we've arrived," said Sunset weakly as Outcast Island loomed into view.

"So now what?" asked Hiccup, halting Toothless so that they hovered just out of view of the island. "We can't just fly over the place."

"No, but we can go under it," replied Alvin, pointing at the water. "Hope your dragon knows how to dive."

Hiccup glanced at Sunset, who he trusted more than anyone else. "Sun?"

"Let's do this," she said with a determined nod. She couldn't explain it, but she trusted the man. "Let's get your father."

"Come on, bud," instructed Hiccup.

Toothless dove into the frigid water and once they were in the depths Alvin pointed out a hold in the island's base. Toothless swam straight for it and went upwards, bursting through the surface of the water. Coughing and spluttering, they climbed onto the sand and looked around. They were in a wide cavern, located underneath Outcast Island.

"That tunnel will take us directly to the heart of the island," said Alvin, pointing towards a large gap in the wall.

"Does Dagur know about this?" asked Hiccup uneasily.

"Nope. I got a man on the inside that assures me that he's clueless."

Sunset tilted her head to the side. "Mildew?"

Impressed, Alvin regarded the redhead. "Heh. Smart girl. I'd hold on to that one, boy."

Hiccup and Sunset exchanged amused glances before following after Alvin. They soon found themselves in the dragon chamber, where all sorts of dragons were imprisoned. Hiccup crossed his arms, watching as none other than Mildew himself struggled to feed a Whispering Death.

"Didn't think you had it in you," he spoke.

Mildew glanced over his shoulder. "Neither did I," he said feelingly.

Sunset crept over to the cell that contained a slumbering Whispering Death. She stared at the eggs surrounding the dragon. "Now we know where those Whispering Death eggs Mildew planted came from," she said.

Hiccup stared at the small, speckled eggs. "So _that _Whispering Death laid all of these eggs?"

"Every last one," confirmed Mildew.

"Did it happen to lay a large red egg?"

"That it did. I did wonder how it would turn out."

"A big white dragon," muttered Hiccup. He glanced towards Toothless and called, "Rose!"

Sunset's light pink Terrible Terror scurried out of the satchel attached to the Night Fury. She flew over and perched on the redhead's shoulder.

"What are you doing?" asked Alvin in puzzlement.

"Relaying a message," answered Hiccup, writing rapidly on a piece of parchment. "That dragon is a Screaming Death. It's been destroying islands in search of something and it's heading towards Berk. I think I finally figured out what's its looking for."

Sunset took the message from him and wrapped it around Rose's leg. "What's the game plan?" she asked.

"Alright, everyone listen up," instructed Hiccup. "Here's what we're gonna do…"

…

Crouching outside of the Outcast arena, Sunset whispered her instructions to Rose and sent her off. She then climbed into the saddle with Hiccup sitting behind her with his shield. "Okay, let's go," she whispered.

They made their way into the arena, Toothless taking out Berserker guards with his plasma blasts. They slid off of Toothless once they were inside, and were almost immediately ambushed by bolas. Hiccup used his shield to deflect them and Toothless batted others away with his tail. Sunset spotted the cage hooked up to the top of the metal caging and cried, "Toothless, look out!"

But it was too late. The cage fell and entrapped the Night Fury. Berserkers charged forwards and held the two in place with their swords. Savage and Dagur stepped out from the shadows, a triumphant smirk on their faces.

"Welcome back to Outcast Island," Savage jeered. "I hope you'll enjoy your stay."

Hiccup and Sunset only glared. Dagur inspected the Night Fury, a wide smile on his lips. "At last, you're mine! Our first order of business is to give you a new name."

Snarling, Toothless head-butted the cage. Dagur's expression darkened and he removed his sword, holding it threateningly towards the dragon. "Or maybe we should teach you some manners first."

"Don't touch him!" cried Sunset, straining against her Berserker guard.

"Just leave him alone!" insisted Hiccup.

Dagur looked over in disgust. "Put them with Stoick. We can get rid of them later."

The two teens were tied up and Stoick was brought out. They were put together as Dagur continued to gleefully admire Toothless, whose teeth were bared. It was threatening he could get since the muzzle had been put on.

"Are the others here?" asked Stoick lowly.

"No, not quite," answered Sunset.

"The Berk fleet?"

"Nope," replied Hiccup.

Stoick glanced down. "Do you have any plan at all?" he asked, not sure if he wanted to hear the answer.

"We do," assured Hiccup. "But…um…I think it's best if you just wait and see."

As Dagur began his rant, the Outcast guards were suddenly being taken out by an unseen force. Stoick glanced warily at Hiccup and Sunset, who stood rigid and unblinking.

"Here we go," muttered Sunset.

Whispering Deaths exploded from the ground, creating large craters in the arena. They burst through the metal caging and swarmed around. Dagur stumbled away from Toothless and looked around with wild eyes. _"What is going on?"_

Clinging to one of the Whispering Deaths was Alvin, who was holding Mildew. The elderly Viking was dropped next to Toothless' cage, and he quickly freed the Night Fury and removed his muzzle. Stoick could only stare in incredulity. "Alvin, Mildew and Whispering Deaths. This is your plan?!"

"It has quite the unexpected factor, doesn't it?" asked Sunset with a grin.

Alvin dropped down next to the three and untied them. "Just like the old days, eh Stoick?" he said cheerfully.

Hiccup snagged his shield and hurried for Toothless, Sunset following behind him. Stoick and Alvin were taking care of the guards who weren't preoccupied with the dragon ambush. "Toothless!" hollered Hiccup. "Come on, bud!"

But before they could get too close, a giant seam split through the Earth, right down the middle. Sunset let out a shriek of terror as Toothless and a crowd of Berserkers, including Dagur, fell into the resulting sinkhole. "Toothless!"

_CREAK!_

Snapping her head up, Sunset stared with wide eyes as the metal caging crumpled, starting to fall inwards. "Hiccup! The place is collapsing!"

"Of course it is!" said Hiccup tensely. The ground below them started to crack and he shouted, _"Jump Sun!"_

She quickly obeyed, leaping up and clinging to the metal bars that now hung over them. The ground gave way, leaving the two to dangle high in the air. "This is not ideal!" she cried.

Breathing heavily, Hiccup stared below at Toothless, who was cornered by Dagur and the others. The Night Fury tried to fire, but it was futile. "And the six-shot limit has been reached. Fantastic."

Sunset scowled as Dagur managed to get onto Toothless' back. The Night Fury started bucking wildly in an attempt to dislodge him. "Jerk." She could feel her grip slipping and it would not be long before she and Hiccup pitched to the ground below. _"Toothless!" _she shouted. _"You need to come up here!"_

The sound of his human's voice gave Toothless the strength to violently send Dagur flying. He jumped up and climbed onto the only chunk of ground that had yet to crumble, but it was still too far away. He made eye contact with his riders, who gave him a determined nod.

With a roar, Toothless leapt off the rock at the same instance Sunset and Hiccup let go. They landed directly in the saddle and Hiccup hastily slipped his prosthetic into the pedal, flaring out the tailfin. They sailed into a landing into the pit, where they found themselves surrounded by Berserkers.

"It never ends," groaned Sunset.

Toothless knocked away the enemy with his tail, but they were soon overwhelmed. Green gas suddenly flooded through the pit and an explosion occurred a second later, sending the Berserkers flying.

"_Oh yeah!" _whooped Tuffnut.

"Bring on the chaos!" cheered Ruffnut.

"Oh, thank Thor!" breathed Hiccup.

"I wouldn't feel relief yet," cautioned Astrid, flying just above them. "If you think this is insane, just wait until _he _gets here."

They flew out of the pit and Hiccup immediately found his father taking care of a few more Berserkers. He landed beside him and Stoick pointed off into the distance, where the Screaming Death was visible, chasing after Fishlegs and Meatlug.

"What is that thing doing here?"

"It's our only chance to stop his rampage," said Sunset. "His mother is here. The reason he's been destroying all those islands is because he's been looking for her."

The mother looked up at the sound of the Screaming Death's war. Hiccup's eyes narrowed. "They've spotted each other. We make sure they meet, and then we get the heck out of here."

"_Fishlegs!" _hollered Sunset. _"Drop it!"_

"It's about time!" cried Fishlegs. He cut the string holding the dragon root to Meatlug and it fell into the water.

The Whispering Death called out to her child, and the Screaming Death let out a hopeful roar back. But before she could fly to him, Dagur and the Berserkers used ropes to restrain the dragon. Seeing the action, Hiccup flew Toothless down to where Dagur was.

"Dagur, let her go!" he ordered.

"You have no idea what you're doing," snapped Sunset.

"Oh, I think I do," said Dagur with a deranged smile. "I destroy her, and the Screaming Death annihilates us all."

"Fall back, everyone," said Hiccup tightly.

Dagur grinned. "Much better. You want the Whispering Death? Give me the Night Fury."

"_Snotlout, Snotlout, oi, oi, oi!"_

Dagur snapped his head up and stared with wide eyes as Hookfang flamed up. With mighty flap of his wings, a rush of fire slammed into the Berserkers, sending them flying. The Whispering Death rejoined with her children and went to greet the Screaming Death. The teens flew out of the pit and landed on the edge of the island to watch the reunion.

Sunset grinned widely as the two nuzzled each other lovingly. "Aw!"

Noticing the Night Fury and the two teens, the Screaming Death charged forwards and halted just in front of them. He let out a loud, grateful roar before rejoining his family. Sunset waved after the departing dragons. "You're welcome!"

Hookfang landed on the edge of the cliff and Snotlout stared at the ground. "I know I didn't follow orders, but…I just…"

"It's okay," said Hiccup with a smile. "You actually did the right thing."

"Wait, what?"

"I know you were reckless, and I've learned something today. Sometimes you have to be a little reckless to get the job done." Hiccup extended his hand. "Thank you, Snotlout. And your suspension is lifted. Welcome back."

Though surprised for a brief moment, Snotlout smiled and shook his cousin's hand firmly. "Thanks, Hiccup."

"_Aaaggghhh!"_

Whirling around, the three teens recoiled at the sight of Dagur sprinting towards them, wielding an axe madly. But before he could get too close Alvin appeared, knocking him down with a single punch. "Well, Dagur, I think it's time we had our talk."

Dagur let out a shriek of fear as Alvin grabbed him by the throat. "Hiccup, Sunset! You wouldn't leave your big brother in the hands of this beast, would you?"

"He's all yours, Alvin," invited Hiccup. "And thank _you_."

Toothless flew off and they circled around the island, double-checking to make sure everything was fine and the Berserkers were secure. They settled on outcropping of rock, where they spotted Stoick and Alvin speaking with each other. Sunset grinned widely when they shook hands. "Looks like they're friends again."

"I'm actually really happy about that," laughed Hiccup. "Alvin's not so bad when he doesn't have a grudge."

"Hiccup? You're going to make a really great chief one day."

"Thanks, Sun, but I think I'll leave that to my father." He looked over at the rest of the teens, who were goofing around on the backs of their dragons. "And I think chiefing this group is enough for me."

"Alright, you lot!" called Stoick. "Time to head back to Berk!"

Toothless flew up to where the two Vikings were standing. Stoick climbed behind Sunset and glanced at Alvin. "Until next time, Alvin."

"I look forward to it," the Outcast replied. "And don't worry. We'll keep the Berserkers on a tight leash."

"See you," said Sunset with a wave, and they took to the skies, the other dragons following after them. "Alvin is our ally, the Screaming Death found what he was looking for, we defeated the Berserkers and we have Snotlout back. Look how well we problem solve."

"_Hookfaaaaang!"_

Hiccup and Sunset watched as a flamed-up Hookfang barrelled through the air, cheerfully messing with his rider. The other teens cackled at the boy's misfortune and Stoick smirked, rapping his children on the head lightly.

"Well then, why don't you go problem-solve _that_?"

The two teens glanced at each other and could not help but laugh.

Sure, sometimes being dragon riders was hard work. Sometimes they faced difficult challenges, with outsiders, their dragons and each other.

But they wouldn't give it up for anything in the world.


End file.
